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O LYRIC LOVE. 

O lyric Love, half- angel and half-bird 

And all a wonder and a wild desire, — 

Boldest of hearts that ever braved the sun, 

Took sanctuary within the holier blue. 

And sang a kindred soul out to his face, — 

Yet human at the red-ripe of the heart — 

When the first summons from the darkling earth 

Reached thee amid thy chambers, blanched their blue, 

And bared them of the glory — to drop down. 

To toil for man, to suffer or to die, — 

This is the same voice: can thy soul know change? 

Hail then, and hearken from the realms of help ! 

Never may I commence my song, my due 

To God who best taught song by gift of thee. 

Except with bent head and beseeching hand — 

That still, despite the distance and the dark, 

AVhat was, again may be; some interchange 

Of grace, some splendour once thy very thought, 
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Some benediction anciently thy smile: 

— Never conclude, but raising hand and head 

Thither where eyes, that cannot reach, yet yearn 

For all hope, all sustainment, all reward. 

Their utmost up and on, — so blessing back 

In those thy realms of help, that heaven thy home. 

Some whiteness which, I judge, thy face makes proud. 

Some wanness where, I think, thy foot may fall! 



GIUSEPI>E CAPONSACCHl. II 



GIUSEPPE CAPONSACCHL 

Answer you, Sirs? Do I understand aright? 

Have patience! In this sudden smoke from hell, — 

So things disguise themselves, — I cannot see 

My own hand held thus broad before my face 

And know it again. Answer you? Then that means 

Tell over twice what I, the first time, told 

Six months ago: 't was here, I do believe. 

Fronting you same three in this very room, 

I stood and told you: yet now no one laughs. 

Who then . . nay, dear my lords, but laugh you did, 

As good as laugh, what in a judge we style 

Laughter — no levity, nothing indecorous, lords! 

Only, — I think I apprehend the mood: 

There was the blameless shrug, permissible smirk, 

The pen's pretence at play with the pursed mouth, 

The titter stifled in the hollow palm 

Which rubbed the eyebrow and caressed the nose. 

When I first told my tale: they meant, you know, 

"The sly one, all this we are bound believe! 

"Well, he can say no other than what he says. 

"We have been young, too, — come, there's greater guilt! 

"Let him but decently disembroil himself, 

"Scramble from out the scrape nor move the mud, — 

"We solid ones may risk a finger-stretch!" 

And now you sit as grave, stare as aghast 

As if I were a phantom: now 't is — "Friend, 
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*' Collect yourself!" — no laughing matter more — 

"Counsel the Court in this extremity, 

"Tell us again!" — tell that, for telling which, 

I got the jocular piece of punishment, 

Was sent to lounge a little in the place 

Whence now of a sudden here you summon me 

To take the intelligence from just — your lips 

You, Judge Tommati, who then tittered most, — 

That she I helped eight months since to escape 

Her husband, is retaken by the same, 

Three days ago, if I have seized your sense, — 

(I being disallowed to interfere, 

Meddle or make in a matter none of mine. 

For you and law were guardians quite enough 

O' the innocent, without a pert priest's help) — 

And that he has butchered her accordingly, 

As she foretold and as myself believed, — 

And, so foretelling and believing so. 

We were punished, both of us, the merry way: 

Therefore, tell once again the tale! For what? 

Pompilia is only dying while I speak! 

Why does the mirth hang fire and miss the smile? 

My masters, there's an old book, you should con 

For strange adventures, applicable yet, 

'T is stuffed with. Do you know that there was once 

This thing: a multitude of worthy folk 

Took recreation, watched a certain group 

Of soldiery intent upon a game, — 

How first they wrangled, but soon fell to play, 

Threw dice, — the best diversion in the world. 

A word in your ear, — they are now casting lots, 

Ay, with that gesture quaint and cry uncouth. 

For the coat of One piurdered ^n hour ago! 
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1 am a priest, — talk of what I have learned. 
Pompilia is bleeding out her life belike, 
Gasping away the latest breath of all. 
This minute, while I talk — not while you laugh? 

Yet, being sobered now, what is it you ask 

By way of explanation? There's the fact! 

It seems to fill the universe with sight 

And sound, — from the four corners of this earth 

Tells itself over, to my sense at least. 

But you may want it lower set i' the scale, — 

Too vast, too close it clangs in the ear, perhaps; 

You'd stand back just to comprehend it more: 

Well then, let me, the hollow rock, condense 

The voice o' the sea and wind, interpret you 

The mystery of this murder. God above ! 

It is too paltry, such a transference 

O' the storm's roar to the cranny of the stone ! 

This deed, you saw begin — why does its end 

Surprise you? Why should the event enforce 

The lesson, we ourselves learned, she and I, 

From the first o' the fact, and taught you, all in vain? 

This Guido from whose throat you took my grasp. 

Was this man to be favoured, now, or feared, 

Let do his will, or have his will restrained, 

In the relation with Pompilia? — say! 

Did any other man need interpose 

— Oh, though first comer, though as strange at the 

work 
As fribble must be, coxcomb, fool that's near 
To knave as, say, a priest who fears the world — 
Was he bound brave the peril, save the doomed, 
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Or go on, sing his snatch and pluck his flower, 
Keep the straight path and let the victim die? 
I held so; you decided otherwise, 
Saw no such peril, therefore no such need 
To stop song, loosen flower, and leave path: Law, 
Law was aware and watching, would suffice. 
Wanted no priest's intrusion, palpably 
Pretence, too manifest a subterfuge! 
Whereupon I, priest, coxcomb, fribble and fool, 
Ensconced me in my corner, thus rebuked, 
A kind of culprit, over-zealous hound 
Kicked for his pains to kennel; I gave place. 
To you, and let the law reign paramount: 
' I left Pompilia to your watch and ward, 
And now you point me — there and thus she lies! 

Men, for the last time, what do you want with me? 

Is it, — you acknowledge, as it were, a use, 

A profit in employing me? — at length 

I may conceivably help the august law? 

I am free to break the blow, next hawk that swoops 

On next dove, nor miss much of good repute? 

Or what if this your summons, after all. 

Be but the form of mere release, no more, 

Which turns the key and lets the captive go? 

I have paid enough in person at Civita, 

Am free, — what more need I concern me with? 

Thank you! I am rehabilitated then, 

A very reputable priest. But she — 

The glory of life, the beauty of the world. 

The splendour of heaven, . . . well, Sirs, does no one 

move? 
Do I speak ambiguously? The glory, I say, 
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And the beauty, I say, and splendour, still say I, 
Who, a priest, trained to live my whole life long 
Oil beauty and splendour, solely at their source, 
God, — have thus recognized my food in one, 
You tell me, is fast dying while we talk, 
Pompilia, — how does lenity to me, 
Remit one death-bed pang to her? Come, smile! 
The proper wink at the hot-headed youth 
Who lets his soul show, through transparent words. 
The mundane love that's sin and scandal too! 
You are all struck acquiescent now, it seems: 
It seems the oldest, gravest signor here. 
Even the redoubtable Tommati, sits 
Chop-fallen, — understands how law might take 
Service like mine, of brain and heart and hand. 
In good part. Better late than never, law! 
You understand of a sudden, gospel too 
Has a claim here, may possibly pronounce 
Consistent with my priesthood, worthy Christ, 
That I endeavoured to save Pompilia? 

Then, 
You were wrong, you see: that's well to see, though 

late: 
That's all we may expect of man, this side 
The grave: his good is — knowing he is bad: 
Thus will it be with us when the books ope 
And we stand at the bar on judgment-day. 
Well then, I have a mind to speak, see cause 
To relume the quenched flax by this dreadful light. 
Burn my soul out in showing you the truth. 
I heard, last time I stood here to be judged. 
What is priest's- duty, — labour to pluck tares 
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And weed the corn of Molinism; let me 

Make you hear, this time, how, in such a case, 

Man, be he in the priesthood or at plough. 

Mindful of Christ or marching step by step 

With . . . what's his style, the other potentate 

Who bids have courage and keep honour safe, 

Nor let minuter admonition teaze? — 

How he is bound, better or worse, to act. 

Earth will not end through this misjudgment, no! 

For you and the others like you sure to come. 

Fresh work is sure to follow, — wickedness 

That wants withstanding. Many a man of blood. 

Many a man of guile will clamour yet, 

Bid you redress his grievance, — as he clutched 

The prey, forsooth a stranger stepped between, 

And there's the good gripe in pure waste! My part 

Is done; i' the doing it, I pass away 

Out of the world. I want no more with earth. 

Let me, in heaven's name, use the very snuff 

O' the taper in one last spark shall show truth 

For a moment, show Pompilia who was true! 

Not for her sake, but yours: if she is dead, 

Oh, Sirs, she can be loved by none of you 

Most or least priestly! Saints, to do us good, 

Must be in heaven, I seem to understand: 

We never find them saints before, at least. 

Be her first prayer then presently for you — 

She has done the good to me . . 

What is all this? 
There, I was born, have lived, shall die, a fool! 
This is a foolish outset: — might with cause 
Give colour to the very lie o' the man, 
The murderer, — make as if I loved his wife. 
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In the way he called love. He is the fool there! 

Why, had there been in me the touch of taint, 

I had picked up so much of knaves'-policy 

As hide it, keep one hand pressed on the place 

Suspected of a spot would damn us both. 

Or no, not her! — not even if any of you 

Dares think that I, i' the face of death, her death 

That's in my eyes and ears and brain and heart. 

Lie, — if he does, let him! I mean to say. 

So he stop there, stay thought from smirching her 

The snow-white soul that angels fear to take 

Untenderly. But, all the same, I know 

I too am taintless, and I bare my breast. 

You can't think, men as you are, all of you. 

But that, to hear thus suddenly such an end 

Of such a wonderful white soul, that comes 

Of a man and murderer calling the white black, 

Must shake me, trouble and disadvantage. Sirs, 

Only seventeen! 

Why, good and wise you are! 
You might at the beginning stop my mouth: 
So, none would be to speak for her, that knew. 
I talk impertinently, and you bear. 
All the same. This it is to have to do 
With honest hearts: they easily may err, 
But in the main they wish well to the truth. 
You are Christians; somehow, no one ever plucked 
A rag, even, from the body of the Lord, 
To wear and mock with, but, despite himself, 
He looked the greater and was the better. Yes, 
I shall go on now. Does she need or not 
I keep calm? Calm 111 keep as monk that croons 

Robert Browning, IV* 
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Transcribing battle, earthquake, famine, plague, 
From parchment to his cloister's chronicle. 
Not one word more from the point now! 

I begin. 
Yes, I am one of your body and a priest. 
Also I am a younger son o' the House 
Oldest now, greatest once, in my birth-town 
Arezzo, I recognize no equal there — 
(I want all arguments, all sorts of arms 
That seem to serve, — use this for a reason, wait!) 
Not therefore thrust into the Church, because 
O' the piece of bread one gets there. We were first 
Of Fiesole, that rings still with the fame 
Of Capo-in-Sacco our progenitor: 
When Florence ruined Fiesole, our folk 
Migrated to the victor-city, and there 
Flourished, — our palace and our tower attest, 
In the Old Mercato, — this was years ago. 
Four hundred, full, — no, it wants fourteen just. 
Our arms are those of Fiesole itself, 
The shield quartered with white and red: a branch 
Are the Salviati of us, nothing more. 
That were good help to the Church? But better still — 
Not simply for the advantage of my birth 
I' the way of the world, was I proposed for priest; 
But because there's an illustration, late 
r the day, that's loved and looked to as a saint 
Still in Arezzo, he was bishop of. 
Sixty years since: he spent to the last doit 
His bishop's-revenue among the poor. 
And used to tend the needy and the sick, 
Barefoot, because of his humility. 
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He it was, — when the Granduke Ferdinand 
Swore he would raze our city, plough the place 
And sow it with salt, because we Aretines 
Had tied a rope about the neck, to hale 
The statue of his father from its base 
For hate's sake, — he availed by prayers and tears 
To pacify the Duke and save the town. 
This was my father's father's brother. You see. 
For his sake, how it was I had a right 
To the self-same office, bishop in the egg, 
i So, grew i* the garb and prattled in the school, 
Was made expect, from infancy almost, 
The proper mood o* the priest; till time ran by 
And brought the day when I must read the vows. 
Declare the world renounced and undertake 
To become priest and leave probation, — leap 
Over the ledge into the other life. 
Having gone trippingly hitherto up to the height 
O'er the wan water. Just a vow to read! 

I stopped short awe-struck. "How shall holiest flesh 
"Engage to keep such vow inviolate, 
"How much less mine, — ^I know myself too weak, 
"Unworthy! Choose a worthier stronger man!" 
And the very Bishop smiled and stopped the mouth 
In its mid-protestation. "Incapable? 
"Qualmish of conscience? Thou ingenuous boy! 
"Clear up the clouds and cast thy scruples far! 
"I satisfy thee there's an easier sense 
"Wherein to take such vow than suits the first 
"Rough rigid reading. Mark what makes all smooth, 
"Nay, has been even a solace to myself! 
"The Jews who needs must, in their synagogue, 

a* 
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"Utter sometimes the holy name of God, 

"A thing their superstition boggles at, 

"Pronounce aloud the ineffable sacrosanct, — 

"How does their shrewdness help them? In this wise; 

"Another set of sounds they substitute, 

"Jumble so consonants and vowels — how 

"Should I know? — that there grows from out the old 

"Quite a new word that means the very same — 

"And o'er the hard place slide they with a smile. 

"Giuseppe Maria Caponsacchi mine, 

"Nobody wants you in these latter days 

"To prop the Church by breaking your back-bone, — 

"As the necessary way was once, we know, 

"When Dioclesian flourished and his like; 

"That building of the buttress- work was done 

"By martyrs and confessors: let it bide, 

"Add not a brick, but, where you see a chink, 

"Stick in a sprig of ivy or root a rose 

"Shall make amends and beautify the pile! 

"We profit as you were the painfuUest 

"O' the martyrs, and you prove yourself a match 

"For the cruellest confessor ever was, 

"If you march boldly up and take your stand 

"Where their blood soaks, their bones yet strew the 

soil, 
"And cry *Take notice, I the young and free 
" * And well-to-do i' the world, thus leave the world, 
"*Cast in my lot thus with no gay young world 
"*But the grand old Church: she tempts me of the 

two!' 
"Renounce the world? Nay, keep and give it us! 
"Let us have you, and boast of what you bring. 
"We want the pick o' the earth to practise with^ 
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"Not its offscouring, halt and deaf and blind 
"In soul and body. There's a rubble-stone 
"Unfit for the front o' the building, stuff to stow 
"In a gap behind and keep us weather-tight; 
"There's porphyry for the prominent place. Good lack! 
** Saint Paul has had enough and to spare, I trow. 

Of ragged run-away Onesimus: 

He wants the right-hand with the signet-ring 
"Of King Agrippa, now, to shake and use. 
"I have a heavy scholar cloistered up, 
*' Close under lock and key, kept at his task 
"Of letting Fenelon know the fool he is, 
"In a book I promise Christendom next Spring. 
"Why, if he covets so much meat, the clown, 
"As a lark's wing next Friday, or, any day, 
"Diversion beyond catching his own fleas, 
"He shall be properly swinged, I promise him. 
"But you, who are so quite another paste 
"Of a man, — do you obey me? Cultivate 
"Assiduous, that superior gift you have 
"Of making madrigals — (who told me? Ah!) 
"G^et done a Marinesque Adoniad straight 
"With a pulse o' the blood a-pricking, here and there, 
"That I may tell the lady, 'And he's ours!'" 

So I became a priest: those terms changed all, 
I was good enough for that, nor cheated so; 
I could live thus and still hold head erect. 
Now you see why I may have been before 
A fribble and coxcomb, yet, as priest, break word 
Nowise, to make you disbelieve me now. 
I need that you should know my truth. Well, then, 
According to prescription did I live, 
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— Conformed myself, both read the breviary 

And wrote the rhjones, was punctual to my place 

r the Pieve, and as diligent at my post 

Where beauty and fashion rule. I throve apace, 

Sub-deacon, Canon, the authority 

For delicate play at tarocs, and arbiter 

O' the magnitude of fan-mounts: all the while 

Wanting no whit the advantage of a hint 

Benignant to the promising pupil, — thus: 

* Enough attention to the Countess now, 

*The young one; 't is her mother rules the roast, 
'We know where, and puts in a word: go pay 

* Devoir to-morrow morning after mass! 

* Break that rash promise to preach, Passion-week! 
*Has it escaped you the Archbishop grunts 
*And snuffles when one grieves to tell his Grace 
*No soul dares treat the subject of the day 
'Since his own masterly handling it (ha, ha!) 
'Five years ago, — when somebody could help 
'And touch up an odd phrase in time of need, 
'(He, he!) — and somebody helps you, my son! 
'Therefore, don't prove so indispensable 

'At the Pieve, sit more loose i' the seat, nor grow 

*A fixture by attendance mom and eve! 

'Arezzo's just a haven midway Rome — 

'Rome's the eventual harbour, — make for port, 

'Crowd sail, crack cordage! And your cargo be 

*A polished presence, a genteel manner, wit 

'At will, and tact at every pore of you! 

'I sent our lump of learning. Brother Clout, 

'And Father Slouch, our piece of piety, 

'To see Rome and try suit the Cardinal. 

'Thither they clump-clumped, beads and book in hand, 
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"And ever since 't is meat for man and maid 
"How both flopped down, prayed blessing on bent pate 
Bald many an inch beyond the tonsure's need, 
Never once dreaming, the two moony dolts, 
There's nothing moves his Eminence so much 
*'As — far from all this awe at sanctitude — 
"Heads that wag, eyes that twinkle, modified mirth 
**At the closet-lectures on the Latin tongue 
A lady learns so much by, we know where. 
Why, body o' Bacchus, you should crave his rule 
For pauses in the elegiac couplet, chasms 
"Permissible only to Catullus! There! 
"Now go do duty: brisk, break Priscian's head 
"By reading the da/s office — ^there's no help. 
"You've Ovid in your poke to plaster that; 
"Amen's at the end of all: then sup with me!" 

Well, after three or four years of this life. 
In prosecution of my calling, I 
Found myself at the theatre one night 
With a brother Canon, in a mood and mind 
Proper enough for the place, amused or no: 
When I saw enter, stand, and seat herself 
A lady, young, tall, beautiful, strange and sad. 
It was as when, in our cathedral once. 
As I got yawningly through matin-song, 
I ssiW /acchmi bear a burden up, 
Base it on the high-altar, break away 
A board or two, and leave the thing inside 
Lofty and lone: and lo, when next I looked. 
There was the Rafael! I was still one stare. 
When — "Nay, FU make her give you back your gaze" — 
Said Canon Conti; and at the word he tossed 
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A paper-twist of comfits to her lap, 

And dodged and in a trice was at my back 

Nodding from over my shoulder. Then she turned, 

Looked our way, smiled the beautiful sad strange smile 

"Is not she fair? 'T is my new cousin,'' said he: 

"The fellow lurking there i' the black o' the box 

"Is Guido, the old scapegrace: she's his wife, 

"Married three years since: how his Countship sulks 

"He has brought little back from Rome beside, 

"After the bragging, bullying. A fair face, 

"And — they do say — a pocket-full of gold 

"When he can worry both her parents dead. 

"I don't go much there, for the chamber's cold 

"And the coffee pale. I got a turn at first 

"Paying my duty, — I observed they crouched 

" — The two old frightened family spectres, dose 

"In a comer, each on each like mouse on mouse 

"F the cat's cage: ever since, I stay at home. 

"Hallo, there's Guido, the black, mean and small, 

"Bends his brows on us — please to bend your own 

" On the shapely nether limbs of Light-skirts there 

"By way of a diversion! I was a fool 

"To fling the sweetmeats. Prudence, for God's love! 

"To-morrow I'll make my peace, e'en tell some fib, 

"Try if I can't find means to take you there." 

That night and next day did the gaze endure. 

Burnt to my brain, as sunbeam thro' shut eyes. 

And not once changed the beautiful sad strange smile 

At vespers Conti leaned beside my seat 

F the choir, — part said, part sung — "/« ex-cel-sis — 

"All's to no purpose: I have louted low, 

"But he saw you staring — quia sub — don't incline 

"To know you nearer: him we would not hold 
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"For Hercules, — the man would lick your shoe 

"If you and certain efficacious friends 

"Managed him warily, — but there's the wife: 

"Spare her, because he beats her, as it is, 

" She's breaking her heart quite fast enongh— Jam tu — 

"So, be you rational and make amends 

"With little Light-skirts yonder — in secula 

*^ Secu'lo'O'O-O'rum, Ah, you rogue! Every one knows 

"What great dame she makes jealous: one against one, 

"Play, and win both!" 

Sirs, ere the week was out, 
I saw and said to myself "Light-skirts hides teeth 
"Would make a dog sick, — the great dame shows spite 
"Should drive a cat mad: 't is but poor work this — 
"Counting one's fingers till the sonnet's crowned. 
"I doubt much if Marino really be 
"A better bard than Dante after all. 
"'T is more amusing to go pace at eve 
"I' the Duomo, — watch the day's last gleam outside 
"Turn, as into a skirt of God's own robe, 
"Those lancet-windows' jewelled miracle, — 
**Than go eat the Archbishop's ortolans, 
"Digest his jokes. Luckily Lent is near: 
"Who cares to look will find me in my stall 
"At the Pieve, constant to this faith at least — 
"Never to write a canzonet any more." 

So, next week, 't was my patron spoke abrupt, 
In altered guise, "Young man, can it be true 
"That after all your promise of sound fruit, 
"You have kept away from Countess young or old 
"And gone play truant in church all day long? 
"Are you turning Molinist?" I answered quick 
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"Sir, what if I turned Christian? It might be. 

"The fact is, I am troubled in my mind, 

"Beset and pressed hard by some novel thoughts. 

"This your Arezzo is a limited world; 

"There's a strange Pope, — 't is said, a priest who thinks. 

"Rome is the port, you say: to Rome I go. 

"I will live alone, one does so in a crowd, 

"And look into my heart a little." "Lent 

"Ended,"— I told friends,— "I shall go to Rome." 

One evening I was sitting in a muse 
Over the opened "Summa," darkened round 
By the mid-March twilight, thinking how my life 
Had shaken under me, — broke short indeed 
And showed the gap 'twixt what is, what should be, — 
And into what abysm the soul may slip, 
Leave aspiration here, achievement there. 
Lacking omnipotence to connect extremes — 
Thinking moreover . . oh, thinking, if you like, 
How utterly dissociated was I 
A priest and celibate, from the sad strange wife 
Of Guido, — ^just as an instance to the point. 
Nought more, — how I had a whole store of strengths 
Eating into my heart, which craved employ. 
And she, perhaps, need of a finger's help, — 
And yet there was no way in the wide world 
To stretch out mine and so relieve myself — 
How when the page o' the Summa preached its best, 
Her smile kept glowing out of it, as to mock 
The silence we could break by no one word, — 
There came a tap without the chamber-door. 
And a whisper, when I bade who tapped speak out, 
And, in obedience to my summons, last 
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In glided a masked muffled mystery, 
Lfaid lightly a letter on the opened book, 
Then stood with folded arms and foot demure, 
Pointing as if to mark the minutes' flight. 

I took the letter, read to the effect 
That she, I lately flung the comfits to. 
Had a warm heart to give me in exchange, 
And gave it, — loved me and confessed it thus. 
And bade me render thanks by word of mouth. 
Going that night to such a side o' the house 
Where the small terrace overhangs a street 
Blind and deserted, not the street in front: 
Her husband being away, the surly patch, 
At his villa of Vittiano. 

"And you?" — I asked: 
"What may you be?" — "Count Guido's kind of maid — 
"Most of us have two functions in his house. 
**We all hate him, the lady suffers much, 
"'T is just we show compassion, furnish aid, 
"Specially since her choice is fixed so well. 
"What answer may I bring to cheer the sweet 
"Pompilia?" 

Then I took a pen and wrote. 
"No more of this! That you are fair, I know: 
"But other thoughts now occupy my mind. 
"I should not thus have played the insensible 
"Once on a time. What made you, — may one ask, — 
"Marry your hideous husband? 'T was a fault, 
"And now you taste the fruit of it. Farewell." 
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"There!" smiled I as she snatched it and was gone — 
"There, let the jealous miscreant, — Guide's self, 
"Whose mean soul grins through this transparent trick, — 
"Be baulked so far, defrauded of his aim! 
"What fund of satisfaction to the knave, 
"Had I kicked this his messenger down stairs, 
"Trussed to the middle of her impudence, 
"Setting his heart at ease so! No, indeed! 
"There's the reply which he shall turn and twist 
"At pleasure, snuff at till his brain grow drunk, 
"As the bear does when he finds a scented glove 
"That puzzles him, — a hand and yet no hand, 
"Of other perfume than his own foul paw! 
"Last month, I had doubtless chosen to play the dupe, 
"Accepted the mock-invitation, kept 
"The sham appointment, cudgel beneath cloak, 
"Prepared myself to pull the appointer's self 
"Out of the window from his hiding-place 
"Behind the gown of this part-messenger 
"Part-mistress who would personate the wife. 
"Such had seemed once a jest permissible: 
"Now, I am not i* the mood." 

Back next mom brought 
The messenger, a second letter in hand. 
"You are cruel, Thyrsis, and Myrtilla moans 
"Neglected but adores you, makes request 
"For mercy: why is it you dare not come? 
"Such virtue is scarce natural to your age: 
"You must love someone else; I hear you do, 
"The Baron's daughter or the Advocate's wife, 
"Or both, — all's one, would you make me the third — 
"I take the crumbs from table gratefully 
"Nor grudge who feasts there. 'Faith, I blush and blaze! 
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"Yet if I break all bounds, there's reason sure, 
"Are you determinedly bent on Rome? 
"I am wretched here, a monster tortures me: 
"Carry me with you! Come and say you will! 
"Concert this very evening! Do not write! 
"I am ever at the window of my room 
"Over the terrace, at the Ave, Come!" 

I questioned — lifting half the woman's mask 
To let her smile loose. "So, you gave my line 
"To the merry lady?" "She kissed off the wax, 
And put what paper was not kissed away, 
In her bosom to go burn: but merry, no! 
She wept all night when evening brought no friend, 
"Alone, the unkind missive at her breast; 
**Thus Philomel, the thorn at her breast too, 
"Sings" . . . "Writes this second letter?" "Even so! 
Then she may peep at vespers forth?" — "What risk 
Do we run o' the husband?" — "Ah, — no risk at all! 
He is more stupid even than jealous. Ah — 
That was the reason? Why, the man's away! 
** Beside, his bugbear is that friend of yours, 
"Fat little Canon Conti. He fears him — 
"How should he dream of you? I told you truth — 
"He goes to the villa at Vittiano — 't is 
"The time when Spring-sap rises in the vine — 
"Spends the night there. And then his wife's a child, 
"Does he think a child outwits him? A mere child: 
"Yet so full grown, a dish for any duke. 
"Don't quarrel longer with such cates, but come!" 

I wrote "In vain do you solicit me. 

"I am a priest: and you are wedded wife, 
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"Whatever kind of brute your husband prove. 
"I have scruples, in short. Yet should you really show 
"Sign at the window . . . but nay, best be good! 
"My thoughts are elsewhere." — "Take her that!" 

— "Again 
"Let the incarnate meanness, cheat and spy, 
"Mean to the marrow of him, make his heart 
"His food, anticipate hell's worm once more! 
"Let him watch shivering at the window — ay, 
"And let this hybrid, this his light-of-love 
"And lackey-of-lies, — a sage economy, — 
"Paid with embracings for the rank brass coin, — 
"Let her report and make him chuckle o'er 
"The break-down of my resolution now, 
"And lour at disappointment in good time! 
" — So tantalize and so enrage by turns, 
"Until the two fall each on the other like 
"Two famished spiders, as the coveted fly 
"That toys long, leaves their net and them at last!" 
And so the missives followed thick and fast 
For a month, say, — I still came at every turn 
On the soft sly adder, endlong 'neath my tread. 
I was met i' the street, made sign to in the church, 
A slip was found i' the door-sill, scribbled word 
'Twixt page and page o' the prayer-book in my place: 
A crumpled thing dropped even before my feet. 
Pushed through the blind, above the terrace-rail, 
As I passed, by day, the very window once. 
And ever from corners would be peering up 
The messenger, with the self-same demand 
"Obdurate still, no flesh but adamant? 
"Nothing to cure the wound, assuage the throe 
"0' the sweetest lamb that ever loved a bear?" 
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And ever my one answer in one tone — 

"Go your ways, temptress! Let a priest read, pray, 

Unplagued of vain talk, visions not for him ! 

In the end, you'll have your will and ruin me!" 






One day, a variation: thus I read: 

"You have gained little by timidity. 

"My husband has found out my love at length, 

"Sees cousin Conti was the stalking-horse, 

"And you the game he covered, poor fat soul! 

"My husband is a formidable foe, 

"Will stick at nothing to destroy you. Stand 

"Prepared, or better, run till you reach Rome! 

"I bade you visit me, when the last place 

"My* tyrant would have turned suspicious at, 

"Or cared to seek you in, was . . why say, where? 

"But now all's changed: beside, the season's past 

"At the villa, — wants the master's eye no more. 

"Anyhow, I beseech you, stay away 

"From the window! He might well be posted there." 

I wrote — "You raise my courage, or call up 
"My curiosity, who am but man. 
"Tell him he owns the palace, not the street 
"Under — that 's his and yours and mine alike. 
"If it should please me pad the path this eve, 
"Guido will have two troubles, first to get 
"Into a rage and then get out again. 
"Be . cautious, though: at the Ave/^* 

You of the court! 
When I stood question here and reached this point 
O' the narrative, — search notes and see and say 
If some one did not interpose with smile 
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And sneer, "And prithee why so confident 
"That the husband must, of all needs, not the wife, 
"Fabricate thus, — what if the lady loved? 
"What if she wrote the letters?" 

Learned Sir, 
I told you there 's a picture in our church. 
Well, if a low-browed verger sidled up 
Bringing me, like a blotch, on his prod's point, 
A transfixed scorpion, let the reptile writhe. 
And then said, "See a thing that Rafael made — 
"This venom issued from Madonna's mouth!" 
I should reply, "Rather, the soul of you 
"Has issued from your body, like from like, 
"By way of the ordure-comer!" 

But no less, 
I tired of the same black teazing lie 
Obtruded thus at every turn; the pest 
Was far too near the picture, anyhow : 
One does Madonna service, making clowns 
Remove their dung-heap from the sacristy. 
"I will to the window, as he tempts," said I: 
"Yes, whom the easy love has failed allure, 
"This new bait of adventure may, — he thinks. 
"While the imprisoned lady keeps afar, 
"There will they lie in ambush, heads alert, 
"Kith, kin, and Count mustered to bite my heel. 
"No mother nor brother viper of the brood 
"Shall scuttle off without the instructive bruise!" 

So, I went: crossed street and street: "The next street's 

turn, 
"I stand beneath the terrace, see, abovCs 
"The black of the ambush- window. Then, in place 
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" Of hand's throw of soft prelude over lute 
"And cough that clears way for the ditty last/* — 
I began to laugh already — "he will have 
*Out of the hole you hide in, on to the front, 
* Count Guido Franceschini, show yourself! 
*Hear what a man thinks of a thing like you, 
*And after, take this foulness in your face!"' 
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The words lay living on my lip, I made 

The one turn more — and there at the window stood. 

Framed in its black square length, with lamp in hand, 

Pompilia; the same great, grave, griefful air 

As stands i' the dusk, on altar that I know. 

Left alone with one moonbeam in her cell, 

Our Lady of all the Sorrows. Ere I knelt — 

Assured myself that she was flesh and blood — 

She had looked one look and vanished. 

I thought — "Just so: 
**It was herself, they have set her there to watch — 
"Stationed to see some wedding-band go by, 
"On fair pretence that she must bless the bride, 
"Or wait some funeral with friends wind past, 
"And crave peace for the corpse that claims its due. 
"She never dreams they used her for a snare, 
"And now withdraw the bait has served its turn. 
"Well done, the husband, who shall fare the worse!" 
And on my lip again was — "Out with thee, 
"Guido!'' When all at once she re-appeared; 
But, this time, on the terrace overhead, 
So close above me, she could almost touch 
My head if she bent down; and she did bend, 
While I stood still as stone, all eye, all ear. 

Robert Browitittg. IV, 3 
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She began — "You have sent me letters, Sir: 

"I have read none, I can neither read nor write; 

"But she you gave them to, a woman here, 

"One of the people in whose power I am, 

"Partly explained their sense, I think, to me 

"Obliged to listen while she inculcates 

"That you, a priest, can dare love me, a wife, 

"Desire to live or die as I shall bid, 

"(She makes me listen if I will or no) 

"Because you saw my face a single time. 

"It cannot be she says the thing you mean; 

"Such wickedness were deadly to us both: 

"But good true love would help me now so much — 

"I tell myself, you may mean good and true. 

"You offer me, I seem to understand, 

"Because I am in poverty and starve, 

"Much money, where one piece would save my life. 

"The silver cup upon the altar-cloth 

"Is neither yours to give nor mine to take; 

"But I might take one bit of bread therefrom, 

"Since I am starving, and return the rest, 

"Yet do no harm: this is my very case. 

"I am in that strait, I may not abstain 

"From so much of assistance as would bring 

"The guilt of theft on neither you nor me; 

"But no superfluous particle of aid. 

"I think, if you will let me state my case, 

"Even had you been so fancy-fevered here, 

"Not your sound self, you must grow healthy now — 

"Care only to bestow what I can take. 

"That it is only you in the wide world, 

"Knowing me nor in thought nor word nor deed, 

"Who, all unprompted save by your own heart, 
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"Come proffering assistance now, — were strange 

"But that my whole life is so strange: as strange 

"It is, my husband whom I have not wronged 

"Should hate and harm me. For his own soul's sake, 

"Hinder the harm! But there is something more, 

"And that the strangest: it has got to be 

"Somehow for my sake too, and yet not mine, 

" — ^This is a riddle — for some kind of sake 

"Not any clearer to myself than you, 

"And yet as certain as that I draw breath, — 

"I would fain live, not die — oh no, not die! 

"My case is, I was dwelling happily 

"At Rome with those dear Comparini, called 

"Father and mother to me; when at once 

"I found I had become Count Guido's wife: 

"Who then, not waiting for a moment, changed 

"Into a fury of fire, if once he was 

"Merely a man: his face threw fire at mine, 

"He laid a hand on me that burned all peace, 

"All joy, all hope, and last all fear away, 

"Dipping the bough of life, so pleasant once, 

"In fire which shrivelled leaf and bud alike, 

"Burning not only present life but past, 

"Which you might think was safe beyond his reach. 

"He reached it, though, since that beloved pair, 

"My father once, my mother all those years, 

"That loved me so, now say I dreamed a dream 

"And bid me wake, henceforth no child of theirs, 

"Never in all the time their child at all. 

"Do you understand? I cannot: yet so it is. 

"Just so I say of you that proffer help: 

"I cannot understand what prompts your soul, 

"I simply needs must see that it is so, 

3* 
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"Only one strange and wonderful thing more. 
"They came here with me, those two dear ones, kept 
"All the old love up, till my husband, till 
"His people here so tortured them, they fled. 
"And now, is it because I grow in flesh 
"And spirit one with him their torturer, 
"That they, renouncing him, must cast off me? 
"If I were graced by God to have a child, 
"Could I one day deny God graced me so? 
"Then, since my husband hates me, I sh^U break 
'*No law that reigns in this fell house of hate, 
"By using — letting have effect so much 
"Of hate as hides me from that whole of hate 
"Would take my life which I want and must have — 
"Just as I take from your excess of love 
"Enough to save my life with, all I need. 
"The Archbishop said to murder me were sin: 
"My leaving Guido were a kind of death 
"With no sin, — more death, he must answer for. 
"Hear now what death to him and life to you 
"I wish to pay and owe. Take me to Rome! 
"You go to Rome, the servant makes me hear. 
"Take me as you would take a dog, I think, 
"Masterless left for strangers to maltreat: 
"Take me home like that — leave me in the house 
"Where the father and the mother are; and soon 
"Thejr'll come to know and call me by my name, 
"Their child once more, since child I am, for all 
"They now forget me, which is the worst o' the dream — 
"And the way to end dreams is to break them, stand, 
"Walk, go: then help me to stand, walk and go! 
"The Governor said the strong should help the weak: 
"You know how weak the strongest women are. 
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"How could I find my way there by myself? 

"I camiot even call out, make them hear — 

"Just as in dreams: I have tried and proved the fact. 

"I have told this story and more to good great men, 

"The Archbishop and the Governor: they smiled. 

" 'Stop your mouth, fair one!' — presently they frowned, 

"*Get you gone, disengage you from our feet!' 

"I went in my despair to an old priest, 

"Only a friar, no great man like these two, 

"But good, the Augustinian, people name 

"Romano, — he confessed me two months since: 

"He fears God, why then needs he fear the world? 

"And when he questioned how it came about 

"That I was found in danger of a sin — 

"Despair of any help from providence, — 

"'Since, though your husband outrage you,' said he, 

"'That is a case too common, the wives die 

"'Or live, but do not sin so deep as this' — 

"Then I told — what I never will tell you — 

"How, worse than husband's hate, I had to bear 

"The love, — soliciting to shame called love, — 

"Of his brother, — the young idle priest i' the house 

"With only the devil to meet there. 'This is grave — 

"'Yes, we must interfere: I counsel, — write 

"'To those who used to be your parents once, 

"'Of dangers here, bid them convey you hence!' 

"'But,' said I, 'when I neither read nor write?' 

"Then he took pity and promised 'I will write.' 

"If he did so, — why, they are dumb or dead: 

"Either they give no credit to the tale, 

"Or else, wrapped wholly up in their own joy 

"Of such escape, they care not who cries, still 

"F the clutches. Anyhow, no word arrives. 



38 FROM THE RING AND THE BOOK. 

"All such extravagance and dreadfulness 
"Seems incident to dreaming, cured one way, — 
"Wake me! The letter I received this mom, 
"Said — if the woman spoke your very sense — 
"*You would die for me:' I can believe it now: 
"For now the dream gets to involve yourself. 
"First of all, you seemed wicked and not good, 
"In writing me those letters: you came in 
"Like a thief upon me. I this morning said 
"In my extremity, entreat the thief! 
"Try if he have in him no honest touch! 
"A thief might save me from a murderer. 
"'T was a thief said the last kind word to Christ: 
"Christ took the kindness and forgave the theft: 
"And so did I prepare what I now say. 
"But now, that you stand and I see your face, 
"Though you have never uttered word yet, — ^well, I 

know, 
"Here too has been dream-work, delusion too, 
"And that at no time, you with the eyes here, 
"Ever intended to do wrong by me, 
"Nor wrote such letters therefore. It is false, 
"And you are true, have been true, will be true. 
"To Rome then, — when is it you take me there? 
"Each minute lost is mortal. When? — ^I ask," 

I answered "It shall be when it can be. 
"I will go hence and do your pleasure, find 
"The sure and speedy means of travel, then 
"Come back and take you to your friends in Rome. 
"There wants a carriage, money and the rest, — 
"A day's work by to-morrow at this time. 
"How shall I see you and assure escape?" 
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She replied, "Pass, to-morrow at this hour. 
"If I am at the open window, well: 
"If I am absent, drop a handkerchief 
"And walk by! I shall see from where I watch, 
"And know that all is done. Return next eve, 
"And next, and so till we can meet and speak!" 
"To-morrow at this hour I pass," said I. 
She was withdrawn. 

Here is another point 
I bid you pause at When I told thus far, 
Somecme said, subtly, "Here at least was found, 
"Your confidence in error, — you perceived 
"The spirit of the letters, in a sort, 
"Had been the lady's, if the body should be 
"Supplied by Guido: say, he forged them all! 
"Here was the unforged fact — she sent for you, 
"Spontaneously elected you to help, 
" — ^What men call, loved you: Guido read her mind, 
"Gave it expression to assure the world 
"The case was just as he foresaw: he wrote, 
"She spoke/' 

Sirs, that first simile serves still, — 
That falsehood of a scorpion hatched, I say. 
Nowhere i' the world but in Madonna's mouth. 
Gk) on! Suppose, that falsehood foiled, next eve 
Pictured Madonna raised her painted hand. 
Fixed the face Rafael bent above the Babe, 
On my face as I flung me at her feet: 
Such miracle vouchsafed and manifest. 
Would that prove the first lying tale was true? 
Pompilia spoke, and I at once received. 
Accepted my own fact, my miracle 
Self-authorised and self-explained, — she chose 
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To summon me and signify her choice. 
Afterward, — oh! I gave a passing glance 
To a certain ugly cloud-shape, goblin-shred 
Of hell-smoke hurrying past the splendid moon 
Out now to tolerate no darkness more. 
And saw right through the thing that tried to pass 
For truth and solid, not an empty lie: 
"So, he not only forged the words for her 
"But words for me, made letters he called mine: 
"What I sent, he retained, gave these in place, 
"All by the mistress-messenger! As I 
"Recognized her, at potency of truth, 
"So she, by the crystalline soul, knew me, 
"Never mistook the signs. Enough of this — 
"Let the wraith go to nothingness again, 
"Here is the orb, have only thought for her!" 

"Thought?" nay. Sirs, what shall follow was not thought: 
I have thought sometimes, and thought long and hard. 
I have stood before, gone round a serious thing. 
Tasked my whole mind to touch and clasp it close, 
As I stretch forth my arm to touch this bar. 
God and man, and what duty I owe both, — 
I dare to say I have confronted these 
In thought: but no such faculty helped here. 
I put forth no thought, — powerless, all that night 
I paced the city: it was the first Spring. 
By the invasion I lay passive to, 
In rushed new things, the old were rapt away; 
Alike abolished — the imprisonment 
Of the outside air, the inside weight o' the world 
That pulled me down. Death meant, to spurn the 
ground, 
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Soar to the sky, — die well and you do that. 

The very immolation made the bliss; 

Death was the heart of life, and all the harm 

My folly had crouched to avoid, now proved a veil 

Hiding all gain my wisdom strove to grasp: 

As if the intense centre of the flame 

Should turn a heaven to that devoted fly 

Which hitherto, sophist alike and sage, 

Saint Thomas with his sober grey goose-quill. 

And sinner Plato by Cephisian reed, 

Would fain, pretending just the insect's good. 

Whisk off", drive back, consign to shade again. 

Into another state, under new rule 

I knew myself was passing swift and sure; 

Whereof the initiatory pang approached. 

Felicitous annoy, as bitter-sweet 

As when the virgin-band, the victors chaste, 

Feel at the end the earthly garments drop, 

And rise with something of a rosy shame 

Into immortal nakedness; so I 

Lay, and let come the proper throe would thrill 

Into the ecstacy and outthrob pain. 

F the grey of dawn it was I found myself 

Facing the pillared front o' the Pieve — mine. 

My church: it seemed to say for the first time 

"But am not I the Bride, the mystic love 

"O' the Lamb, who took thy plighted troth, my priest, 

"To fold thy warm heart on my heart of stone 

"And freeze thee nor unfasten any more? 

"This is a fleshly woman, — let the free 

"Bestow their life-blood, thou art pulseless now!" 

Seel Day by day I had risen and left this church 
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At the signal waved me by some foolish fan, 

With half a curse and half a pitying smile 

For the monk I stumbled over in my haste, 

Prostrate and corpse-like at the altar-foot 

Intent on his corona: then the church 

Was ready with her quip, if word conduced. 

To quicken my pace nor stop for prating — "There! 

"Be thankful you are no such ninny, go 

"Rather to teach a black-eyed novice cards 

"Than gabble Latin and protrude that nose 

"Smoothed to a sheep's through no brains and much 

faith!" 
That sort of incentive ! Now the church changed tone — 
Now, when I found out first that life and death 
Are means to an end, that passion uses both. 
Indisputably mistress of the man 
Whose form of worship is self-sacrifice — 
Now, firom the stone lungs sighed the scrannel voice 
"Leave that live passion, come be dead with me!" 
As if, i' the fabled garden, I had gone 
On great adventure, plucked in ignorance 
Hedge-fiiiit, and feasted to satiety. 
Laughing at such high fame for hips and haws, 
And scorned the achievement: then come all at once 
O' the prize o' the place, the thing of perfect gold. 
The apple's self: and, scarce my eye on that. 
Was 'ware as well o' the seven-fold dragon's watch. 

Sirs, I obeyed. Obedience was too strange, — 
This new thing that had been struck into me 
By the look o' the lady, — to dare disobey 
The first authoritative word. 'T was God's. 
I had been lifted to the level of her, 
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Could take such sounds into my sense. I said 
**We two are cognizant o' the Master now; 
"It is she bids me bow the head: how true, 
"I am a priest! I see the function here; 
"I thought the other way self-sacrifice: 
"This is the true, seals up the perfect sum. 
"I pay it, sit down, silently obey." 

So, I went home. Dawn broke, noon broadened, I — 

I sat stone-still, let time run over me. 

The sun slanted into my room, had reached 

The west. I opened book, — Aquinas blazed 

With one black name only on the white page. 

I looked up, saw the sunset: vespers rang: 

"She counts the minutes till I keep my word 

"And come say all is ready. I am a priest. 

"Duty to God is duty to her: I think 

"Grod, who created her, will save her too 

"Some new way, by one miracle the more, 

"Without me. Then, prayer may avail perhaps.'* 

I went to my own place i' the Pieve, read 

The office: I was at home again 

Sitting i' the dark. "Could she but know — but know 

"That, were there good in this distinct from God's, 

"Really good as it reached her, though procured 

"By a sin of mine, — I should sin: God forgives. 

"She knows it is no fear withholds me: fear? 

"Of what? Suspense here is the terrible thing. 

"If she should, as she counts the minutes, come 

"On the fantastic notion that I fear 

"The world now, for the Archbishop, fear perhaps 

"Count Guido, he who, having forged the lies, 

"May wait the work, attend the effect, — I fear 
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"The sword of Guido! Let God see to that — 
"Hating lies, let not her believe a lie!" 

Again the morning found me. "I will work, 

"Tie down my foolish thoughts. Thank God so far! 

"I have saved her from a scandal, stopped the tonguei 

"Had broken else into a cackle and hiss 

"Around the noble name. Duty is still 

"Wisdom: I have been wise." So the day wore. 

At evening — "But, achieving victory, 

"I must not blink the priest's peculiar part, 

"Nor shrink to counsel, comfort: priest and friend — 

"How do we discontinue to be friends? 

"I will go minister, advise her seek 

"Help at the source, — above all, not despair: 

"There may be other happier help at hand. 

"I hope it, — ^wherefore then neglect to say?" 

There she stood — leaned there, for the second time, 
Over the terrace, looked at me, then spoke: 
"Why is it you have suffered me to stay 
"Breaking my heart two days more than was need? 
"Why delay help, your own heart yearns to give? 
"You are again here, in the self-same mind, 
"I see here, steadfast in the face of you, — 
"You grudge to do no one thing that I ask. 
"Why then is nothing done? You know my need. 
"Still, through God's pity on me, there is time 
"And one day more: shall I be saved or no?" 
I answered — "Lady, waste no thought, no word 
"Even to forgive me! Care for what I care — 
"Only! Now follow me as I were fate! 
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"Leave this house in the dark to-morrow night, 
"Just before daybreak: — there's new moon this eve — 
"It sets, and then begins the solid black. 
"Descend, proceed to the Torrione, step 
"Over the low dilapidated wall, 
"Take San Clemente, there's no other gate 
"Unguarded at the hour: some paces thence 
"An inn stands; cross to it; I shall be there." 

She answered, "If I can but find the way. 
"But I shall find it. Go now!" 

I did go, 
Took rapidly the route myself prescribed, 
Stopped at Torrione, climbed the ruined place. 
Proved that the gate was practicable, reached 
The inn, no eye, despite the dark, could miss. 
Knocked there and entered, made the host secure: 
"With Caponsacchi it is ask and have; 
"I know my betters. Are you bound ifor Rome? 
"I get swift horse and trusty man," said he. 

Then I retraced my steps, was found once more 

In my own house for the last time: there lay 

The broad pale opened Summa. "Shut his book, 

"There's other showing! 'T was a Thomas too 

" Obtained, — more favoured than his namesake here, — 

"A gift, tied faith fast, foiled the tug of doubt, — 

"Our Lady's girdle; down he saw it drop 

"As she ascended into heaven, they say: 

"He kept that safe and bade all doubt adieu. 

"I too have seen a lady and hold a grace." 
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I know not how the night passed: morning broke: 

Presently came my servant. "Sir, this eve — 

"Do you forget?" I started. — "How forget? 

"What is it you know?" — "With due submission, Sir, 

"This being last Monday in the month but one 

"And a vigil, since to-morrow is Saint George, 

"And feast day, and moreover day for copes, 

"And Canon Conti now away a month, 

"And Canon Crispi sour because, forsooth, 

"You let him sulk in stall and bear the brunt 

"Of the octave. . . Well, Sir, 'tis important!" 

"True!" 
"Hearken, I have to start for Rome this night. 
"No word, lest Crispi overboil and burst! 
"Provide me with a laic dress! Throw dust 
"F the Canon's eye, stop his tongue's scandal sol 
"See there's a sword in case of accident." 
I knew the knave, the knave knew me. 

And thus 
Through each familiar hindrance of the day 
Did I make steadily for its hour and end, — 
Felt time's old barrier-growth of right and fit 
Give way through all its twines, and let me go; 
Use and wont recognized the excepted man. 
Let speed the special service, — and I sped 
Till, at the dead between midnight and mom, 
There was I at the goal, before the gate. 
With a tune in the ears, low leading up to loud, 
A light in the eyes, faint that would soon be flare, 
Ever some spiritual witness new and new 
In faster frequence, crowding solitude 
To watch the way o' the warfare, — till, at last, 
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When the ecstatic minute must bring birth, 

Began a whiteness in the distance, waxed 

Whiter and whiter, near grew and more near, 

Till it was she: there did Pompilia come: 

The white I saw shine through her was her souVs, 

Certainly, for the body was one black, 

Black from head down to foot. She did not speak, 

Glided into the carriage, — so a cloud 

Gathers the moon up. "By San Spirito, 

"To Rome, as if the road burned underneath! 

"Reach Rome, then hold my head in pledge, I pay 

"The run and the risk to heart's content!" Just that, 

I said, — ^then, in another tick of time. 

Sprang, was beside her, she and I alone. 

So it began, oiu: flight thro' dusk to clear, 

Through day and night and day again to night 

Once more, and to last dreadful dawn of all. 

Sirs, how should I lie quiet in my grave 

Unless you suffer me wring, drop by drop, 

My brain dry, make a riddance of the drench 

Of minutes with a memory in each. 

Recorded motion, breath or look of hers. 

Which poured forth would present you one pure glass. 

Mirror you plain, — as God's sea, glassed in gold. 

His saints, — the perfect soul Pompilia? Men, 

j^ovL must know that a man gets drunk with truth 

Stagnant inside him! Oh, they've killed her, Sirs! 

Can I be calm? 

Calmly! Each incident 
Proves, I maintain, that action of the flight 
For the true thing it was. The first faint scratch 
O' the stone will test its nature, teach its worth 
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To idiots who name Parian, coprolite. 
After all, I shall give no glare — at best 
Only display you certain scattered lights 
Lamping the rush and roll of the abyss — 
Nothing but here and there a fire-point pricks 
Wavelet from wavelet: well! 

For the first hour 
We both were silent in the night, I know: 
Sometimes I did not see nor understand. 
Blackness engulphed me, — partial stupor, say — 
Then I would break way, breathe through the surprise. 
And be aware again, and see who sat 
In the dark vest with the white face and hands. 
I said to myself — "I have caught it, I conceive 
"The mind o' the mystery: 't is the way they wake 
"And wait, two martyrs somewhere in a tomb 
"Each by each as their blessing was to die; 
"Some signal they are promised and expect, 
"When to arise before the trumpet scares: 
"So, through the whole course of the world they wait 
"The last day, but so fearless and so safe! 
"No otherwise, in safety and not fear, 
"I lie, because she lies too by my side." 
You know this is not love. Sirs, — it is faith, 
The feeling that there's God, he reigns and rules 
Out of this low world: that is all; no harm! 
At times she drew a soft sigh — music seemed 
Always to hover just above her lips 
Not settle, — break a silence music too. 

In the determined morning, I first found 
Her head erect, her face turned full to me, 
Her soul ifitent on mine through two wide eyes. 
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I answered them. "You are saved hitherto. 

"We have passed Perugia, — gone round by the wood, 

"Not through, I seem to think, — and opposite 

"I know Assisi; this is holy ground." 

Then she resumed. "How long since we both left 

"Arezzo?" — "Years — and certain hours beside." 

It was at . . . ah, but I forget the names! 
'T is a mere post-house and a hovel or two, — 
I left the carriage and got bread and wine 
And brought it her. — "Does it detain to eat?" 
" — They stay perforce, change horses, — therefore eat! 
"We lose no minute: we arrive, be sure!" 
She said — I know not where — there's a great hill 
Close over, and the stream has lost its bridge. 
One fords it. She began — "I have heard say 
Of some sick body that my mother knew, 
nr was no good sign when in a limb diseased 
"All the pain suddenly departs, — as if 
The guardian angel discontinued pain 
Because the hope of cure was gone at last: 
"The limb will not again exert itself, 
"It needs be pained no longer: so with me, 
— My soul whence all the pain is past at once: 
All pain must be to work some good in the end. 
"True, this I feel now, this may be that good, 
"Pain was because of, — otherwise, I fear!" 

She said, — a long while later in the day. 
When I had let the silence be, — abrupt — 
"Have you a mother?" — "She died, I was bom." 
"A sister then?" — "No sister." — "Who was it — 
"What woman were you used to serve this way, 

Robert Brownins, IV, 4 
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"Be kind to, till I called you and you came?" 
I did not like that word. Soon afterward — 
"Tell me, are men unhappy, in some kind 
" Of mere unhappiness at being men, 
"As women suffer, being womanish? 
"Have you, now, some unhappiness, I mean, 
"Born of what may be man's strength overmuch, 
"To match the undue susceptibility, 
**The sense at every pore when hate is close? 
"It hurts us if a baby hides its face 
"Or child strikes at us punily, calls names 
"Or makes a mouth, — much more if stranger men 
"Laugh or frown, — ^just as that were much to bear! 
"Yet rocks split, — and the blow-ball does no more, 
"Quivers to feathery nothing at a touch; 
"And strength may have its drawback, weakness 
scapes." 

Once she asked "What is it that made you smile, 
"At the great gate with the eagles and the snakes, 
"Where the company entered, 't is a long time since?" 
" — Forgive — ^I think you would not understand: 
"Ah, but you ask me, — therefore, it was this. 
"That was a certain bishop's villa-gate, 
"I knew it by the eagles, — and at once 
"Remembered this same bishop was just he 
"People of old were wont to bid me please 
"If I would catch preferment: so, I smiled 
"Because an impulse came to me, a whim — 
"What if I prayed the prelate leave to speak, 
"Began upon him in his presence-hall 
" — *What, still at work so grey and obsolete? 
"'Still rocheted and mitred more or less? 
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" 'Don't you feel all that out of fashion now? 
■***I find out when the day of things is done!'" 

At eve we heard the angelus: she turned — 

"I told you I can neither read nor write. 

"My life stopped with the play-time; I will learn, 

"If I begin to live again: but you — 

"Who are a priest — wherefore do you not read 

"The service at this hour? Read Gabriel's song, 

"The lesson, and then read the little prayer 

"To Raphael, proper for us travellers!" 

I did not like that, neither, but I read. 

When we stopped at Foligno it was dark. 

The people of the post came out with lights: 

The driver said, "This time to-morrow, may 

"Saints only help, relays continue good, 

"Nor robbers hinder, we arrive at Rome." 

I urged, — "Why tax your strength a second night? 

"Trust me, alight here and take brief repose! 

"We are out of harm's reach, past pursuit: go sleep 

"If but an hour! I keep watch, guard the while 

"Here in the doorway." But her whole face changed, 

The misery grew again about her mouth, 

The eyes burned up from faintness, like the fawn's 

Tired to death in the thicket, when she feels 

The probing spear o' the huntsman. "Oh, no stay!" 

She cried, in the fawn's cry, "On to Rome, on, on — 

"Unless 't is you who fear, — which cannot be!" 

We did go on all night; but at its close 

She was troubled, restless, moaned low, talked at whiles 

To herself, her brow on quiver with the dream: 

4* 
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Once, wide awake, she menaced, at arms' length 

Waved away something — "Never again with you! 

"My soul is mine, my body is my soul's: 

"You and I are divided ever more 

"In soul and body: get you gone!" Then I — 

"Why, in my whole life I have never prayed! 

"Oh, if the God, that only can, would help! 

"Am I his priest with power to cast out fiends? 

"Let God arise and all his enemies 

"Be scattered!" By mom, there was peace, no sigh 

Out of the deep sleep. 

When she woke at last, 
I answered the first look — "Scarce twelve hours more, 
"Then, Rome! There probably was no pursuit, 
"There cannot now be peril: bear up brave! 
"Just some twelve hours to press through to the prize — 
"Then, no more of the terrible journey!" "Then, 
"No more o' the journey: if it might but last! 
"Always, my life-long, thus to journey still! 
"It is the interruption that I dread, — 
"With no dread, ever to be here and thus! 
"Never to see a face nor hear a voice! 
"Yours is no voice; you speak when you are dumb; 
"Nor face, I see it in the dark. I want 
"No face nor voice that change and grow unkind." 
That I liked, that was the best thing she said. 

In the broad day, I dared entreat, "Descend!" 

I told a woman, at the garden-gate 

By the post-house, white and pleasant in the sun, 

"It is my sister, — talk with her apart! 

"She is married and unhappy, you perceive; 
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"I take her home because her head is hurt; 
"Comfort her as you women understand!" 
So, there I left them by the garden-wall, 
Paced the road, then bade put the horses to, 
Came back, and there she sat: close to her knee, 
A black-eyed child still held the bowl of milk. 
Wondered to see how little she could drink. 
And in her arms the woman's infant lay. 
She smiled at me "How much good this has done! 
"This is a whole night's rest and how much more! 
"I can proceed now, though I wish to stay. 
"How do you call that tree with the thick top 
"That holds in all its leafy green and gold 
"The sun now like an immense egg of fire?" 
(It was a million-leaved mimosa.) "Take 
"The babe away from me and let me go!" 
And in the carriage "Still a day, my friend! 
"And perhaps half a night, the woman fears. 
"I pray it finish since it cannot last. 
"There may be more misfortune at the close, 
"And where will you be? God suffice me then!" 
And presently — for there was a roadside-shrine — 
"When I was taken first to my own church 
"Lorenzo in Lucina, being a girl, 
"And bid confess my faults, I interposed 
"'But teach me what fault to confess and know!' 
"So, the priest said — *You should bethink yourself: 
"*Each human being needs must have done wrong!' 
Now, be you candid and no priest but friend — 
Were I surprised and killed here on the spot, 
"A runaway firom husband and his home, 
"Do you account it were in sin I died? 
"My husband used to seem to harm me, not . . . 
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"Not on pretence he punished sin of mine, 

"Not for sin's sake and lust of cruelty, 

"But as I heard him bid a farming-man 

"At the villa take a lamb once to the wood 

"And there ill-treat it, meaning that the wolf 

"Should hear its cries, and so come, quick be caught, 

"Enticed to the trap: he practised thus with me 

"That so, whatever were his gain thereby, 

"Others than I might become prey and spoil. 

"Had it been only between our two selves, — 

"His pleasure and my pain, — why, pleasure him 

"By dying, nor such need to make a coil! 

"But this was worth an effort, that my pain 

"Should not become a snare, prove pain threefold 

"To other people — strangers — or unborn — 

"How should I know? I sought release from that — 

"I think, or else from, — dare I say, some cause 

"Such as is put into a tree, which turns 

"Away from the northwind with what nest it holds, — 

"The woman said that trees so turn: now, friend, 

"Tell me, because I cannot trust myself! 

"You are a man: what have I done amiss?" 

You must conceive my answer, — I forget — 

Taken up wholly with the thought, perhaps. 

This time she might have said, — might, did not say — 

"You are a priest." She said, "my friend." 

Day wore, 
We passed the places, somehow the calm went, 
Again the restless eyes began to rove 
In new fear of the foe mine could not see : 
She wandered in her mind, — addressed me once 
"Gaetano!" — that is not my name: whose name? 
I grew alarmed, my head seemed turning too: 
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I quickened pace with promise now, now threat: 
Bade drive and drive, nor any stopping more. 
"Too deep i' the thick of the struggle, struggle through! 
"Then drench her in repose though death's self pour 
"The plenitude of quiet, — help us, God, 
"Whom the winds carry!" 

' Suddenly I saw 

The old tower, and the little white-walled clump 
Of buildings and the cypress-tree or two, — 
"Already Castelnuovo — Rome!" I cried, 
"As good as Rome, — Rome is the next stage, think! 
"This is where travellers' hearts are wont to beat. 
"Say you are saved, sweet lady!" Up she woke. 
The sky was fierce with colour from the sun 
Setting. She screamed out "No, I must not die! 
"Take me no farther, I should die: stay here! 
"I have more life to save than mine!" 

She swooned. 
We seemed safe: what was it foreboded so? 
Out of the coach into the inn I bore 
The motionless and breathless pure and pale 
Pompilia, — bore her through a pitying group 
And laid her on a couch, still calm and cured 
By deep sleep of all woes at once. The host 
Was urgent "Let her stay an hour or two! 
"Leave her to us, all will be right by morn!" 
Oh, my foreboding! But I could not choose. 

I paced the passage, kept watch all night long. 
I listened, — not one movement, not one sigh. 
"Fear not: she sleeps so sound!" they said — but I 
Feared, all the same, kept fearing more and more, 
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Found myself throb with fear from head to foot, 

Filled with a sense of such impending woe, 

That, at first pause of night, pretence of gray, 

I made my mind up it was morn. — "Reach Rome, 

"Lest hell reach her! A dozen miles to make, 

"Another long breath, and we emerge!" I stood 

F the court-yard, roused the sleepy grooms. "Have out 

"Carriage and horse, give haste, take gold!" — said I. 

While they made ready in the doubtful mom, — 

T was the last minute, — needs must I ascend 

And break her sleep; I turned to go. 

And there 
Faced me Count Guido, there posed the mean man 
As master, — took the field, encamped his rights, 
Challenged the world : there leered new triumph, there 
Scowled the old malice in the visage bad 
And black o' the scamp. Soon triumph suppled the 

tongue 
A little, malice glued to his dry throat, 
And he part howled, part hissed . . oh, how he kept 
Well out o' the way, at arm's length and to spare! — 
"My salutation to your priestship! What? 
"Matutinal, busy with book so soon 
"Of an April day that's damp as tears that now 
"Deluge Arezzo at its darling's flight? — 
"'T is unfair, wrongs feminity at large, 
"To let a single dame monopolize 
"A heart the whole sex claims, should share alike: 
"Therefore I overtake you, Canon! Come! 
"The lady, — could you leave her side so soon? 
"You have not yet experienced at her hands 
"My treatment, you lay down undrugged, I seel 
"Hence this alertness — hence no death-in-life 
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"Like what held arms fast when she stole from mine. 

"To be sure, you took the solace and repose 

"That first night at Foligno! — news abound 

"O' the road by this time, — men regaled me much, 

**As past them I came halting after you, 

"Vulcan pursuing Mars, as poets sing, — 

"Still at the last here pant I, but arrive, 

"Vulcan — and not without my Cyclops too, 

"The Commissary and the unpoisoned arm 

"O' the Civil Force, should Mars turn mutineer. 

"Enough of fooling: capture the culprits, friend! 

**Here is the lover in the smart disguise 

'^'With the sword, — he is a priest, so mine lies still: 

"There upstairs hides my wife the runaway, 

"His leman: the two plotted, poisoned first, 

"Plundered me after, and eloped thus far 

"Where now you find them. Do your duty quick! 

"Arrest and hold him! That's done: now catch her!" 

During this speech of that man, — well, I stood 

Away, as he managed, — still, I stood as near 

The throat of him, — with these two hands, my own, — 

As now I stand near yours. Sir, — one quick spring, 

One great good satisfying gripe, and lo! 

There had he lain abolished with his lie. 

Creation purged o' the miscreate, man redeemed, 

A spittle wiped off from the face of God! 

I, in some measure, seek a poor excuse 

For what I left undone, in just this fact 

That my first feeling at the speech I quote 

Was — not of what a blasphemy was dared. 

Not what a bag of venomed purulence 

Was spilt and noisome, — but how splendidly 

Mirthful, how ludicrous a lie was laimched! 
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Would Moli^re's self wish more than hear such man 
Call, claim such woman for his own, his wife. 
Even though, in due amazement at the boast. 
He had stammered, "she moreover was divine?" 
She to be his, — were hardly less absurd 
Than that he took her name into his mouth, 
Licked, and then let it go again, the beast. 
Signed with his slaver. Oh, she poisoned him. 
Plundered him, and the rest! Well, what I wished 
Was, that he would but go on, say once more 
So to the world, and get his meed of men. 
The fist's reply to the filth. And while I mused. 
The minute, oh the misery, was gone! 
On either idle hand of me there stood 
Really an officer, nor laughed i' the least. 
They rendered justice to his reason, laid 
Logic to heart, as 't were submitted them 
"Twice two makes four." 

"And now, catch her!" — he cried. 
That sobered me. "Let myself lead the way — 
"Ere you arrest me, who am somebody, 
"And, as you hear, a priest and privileged, — 
"To the lady's chamber! I presume you — men 
"Expert, instructed how to find out truth, 
"Familiar with the guise of guilt. Detect 
"Guilt on her face when it meets mine, then judge 
"Between us and the mad dog howling there!" 
Up we all went together, in they broke 
O' the chamber late my chapel. There she lay. 
Composed as when I laid her, that last eve, 
O' the couch, still breathless, motionless, sleep's self. 
Wax-white, seraphic, saturate with the sun 
O' the morning that now flooded from the front 
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And filled the window with a light like blood. 
"Behold the poisoner, the adulteress, 
" — And feigning sleep too! Seize, bind!" — Guido 
hissed. 

She started up, stood erect, face to face 

With the husband: back he fell, was buttressed there 

By the window all a-flame with morning-red, 

He the black figure, the opprobrious blur 

Against all peace and joy and light and life. 

"Away from between me and hell!" — she cried: 

"Hell for me, no embracing any more! 

"I am God's, I love God, God — whose knees I clasp, 

"Whose utterly most just award I take, 

"But bear no more love-making devils: hence!" 

I may have made an effort to reach her side 

From where I stood i' the door-way, — anyhow 

I found the arms, I wanted, pinioned fast, 

Was powerless in the clutch to lelft: and right 

O' the rabble pouring in, rascality 

Enlisted, rampant on the side of hearth 

Home and the husband, — pay in prospect too! 

They heaped themselves upon me. — "Ha! — and him 

"Also you outrage? Him, too, my sole friend, 

** Guardian and saviour? That I baulk you of, 

"Since — see how God can help at last and worst!" 

She sprung at the sword that hung beside him, seized, 

Drew, brandished it, the sunrise burned for joy 

O' the blade, "Die," cried she, "devil, in God's name!" 

Ah, but they all closed round her, twelve to one, 

— The unmanly men, no woman-mother made, 

Spawned somehow! Dead-white and disarmed she lay. 

No matter for the sword, her word sufficed 
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To spike the coward through and through: he shook, 

Could only spit between the teeth — "You see? 

"You hear? Bear witness, then! Write down . . but, 

no — 
"Carry these criminals to the prison-house, 
"For first thing! I begin my search meanwhile 
"After the stolen effects, gold, jewels, plate, 
"Money and clothes, they robbed me of and fled: 
"With no few amorous pieces, verse and prose, 
"I have much reason to expect to find." 

When I saw that — no more than the first mad speech. 

Made out the speaker mad and a laughing-stock. 

So neither did this next device explode 

One listener's indignation, — that a scribe 

Did sit down, set himself to write indeed, 

And sundry knaves began to peer and pry 

In corner and hole, — that Guido, wiping brow 

And getting him a countenance, was fast 

Losing his fear, beginning to strut free 

O' the stage of his exploit, snuff here, sniff there, — 

I took the truth in, guessed sufficiently 

The service for the moment — "What I say, 

"Slight at your peril! We are aliens here, 

"My adversary and I, called noble both; 

"I am the nobler, and a name men know. 

"I could refer our cause to our own court 

"In our own country, but prefer appeal 

"To the nearer jurisdiction. Being a priest, 

"Though in a secular garb, — for reasons good 

"I shall adduce in due time to my peers, — 

"I demand that the Church I serve, decide 

"Between us, right the slandered lady there. 
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"A Tuscan noble, I might claim the Duke: 

"A priest, I rather choose the Church, — bid Rome 

"Cover the wronged with her inviolate shield." 

There was no refusing this: they bore me off. 

They bore her off, to separate cells o' the same 

Ignoble prison, and, separate, thence to Rome. 

Pompilia's face, then and thus, looked on me 

The last time in this life: not one sight since. 

Never another sight to be! And yet 

I thought I had saved her. I appealed to Rome: 

It seems I simply sent her to her death. 

You tell me she is dying now, or dead; 

I cannot bring myself to quite believe 

This is a place you torture people in: 

What if this your intelligence were just 

A subtlety, an honest wile to work 

On a man at unawares? 'T were worthy you. 

No, Sirs, I cannot have the lady dead! 

That erect form, flashing brow, fulgurant eye. 

That voice immortal (oh, that voice of hers !) 

That vision in the blood-red day-break — that 

Leap to life of the pale electric sword 

Angels go armed with, — that was not the last 

O' the lady! Come, I see through it, you find — 

Know the manoeuvre! Also herself said 

I had saved her: do you dare say she spoke false? 

Let me see for myself if it be so! 

Though she were dying, a priest might be of use. 

The more when he's a friend too, — she called me 

Far beyond "friend." Come, let me see her — indeed 

It is my duty, being a priest: I hope 

I stand confessed, established, proved a priest? 
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My punishment had motive that, a priest 

I, in a laic garb, a mundane mode, 

Did what were harmlessly done otherwise. 

I never touched her with my finger-tip 

Except to carry her to the couch, that eve, 

Against my heart, beneath my head, bowed low. 

As we priests carry the paten: that is why 

— ^To get leave and go see her of your grace — 

I have told you this whole story over again. 

Do I deserve grace? For I might lock lips, 

Laugh at your jurisdiction: what have you 

To do with me in the matter? I suppose 

You hardly think I donned a bravo's dress 

To have a hand in the new crime; on the old, 

Judgment's delivered, penalty imposed, 

I was chained fast at Civita hand and foot — 

She had only you to trust to, you and Rome, 

Rome and the Church, and no pert meddling priest 

Two days ago, when Guido, with the right. 

Hacked her to pieces. One might well be wroth; 

I have been patient, done my best to help: 

I come from Civita and punishment 

As friend of the court — and for pure friendship's sake 

Have told my tale to the end, — nay, not the end — 

For, wait — Fll end — not leave you that excuse! 

When we were parted, — shall I go on there? 

I was presently brought to Rome — yes, here I stood 

Opposite yonder very crucifix — 

And there sat you and you, Sirs, quite the same. 

I heard charge, and bore question, and told tale 

Noted down in the book there, — turn and see 

If, by one jot or tittle, I vary now! 
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r the colour the tale takes, there's change perhaps; 
'T is natural, since the sky is different, 
Eclipse in the air now; still, the outline stays. 
I showed you how it came to be my part 
To save the lady. Then your clerk produced 
Papers, a pack of stupid and impure 
Banalities called letters about love — 
Love, indeed! — I could teach who styled them so. 
Better, I think, though priest and loveless both! 
' — How was it that a wife, young, innocent, 
*And stranger to your person, wrote this page?" — 
* — She wrote it when the Holy Father wrote 
*The bestiality that posts thro' Rome, 
Put in his mouth by Pasquin." — "Nor perhaps 
Did you return these answers, verse and prose. 
Signed, sealed and sent the lady? There's your hand!" 
— This precious piece of verse, I really judge 
Is meant to copy my own character, 
A clumsy mimic; and this other prose. 
Not so much even; both rank forgery: 
Verse, quotha? Bembo's verse! When Saint John wrote 
The tract ^De Trihus^ I wrote this to match." 
— How came it, then, the documents were found 
At the inn on your departure?" — "I opine. 
Because there were no documents to find 
In my presence, — you must hide before you find. 
Who forged them, hardly practised in my view; 
Who found them, waited till I turned my back." 
— And what of the clandestine visits paid. 
Nocturnal passage in and out the house 
With its lord absent? 'T is alleged you climbed . . ." 
— Flew on a broomstick to the man i' the moon! 
Who witnessed or will testify this trash?" 
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" — The trusty servant, Margherita's self, 

"Even she who brought you letters, you confess, 

"And, you confess, took letters in reply: 

"Forget not we have knowledge of the facts!" 

" — Sirs, who have knowledge of the facts, defray 

"The expenditure of wit I waste in vain, 

"Trying to find out just one fact of all! 

"She who brought letters from who could not write, 

"And took back letters from who would not read, — 

"Who was that messenger, of your charity?" 

" — Well, so far favours you the circumstance 

"That this same messenger . . how shall we say? . . 

^^ Sub tmputattone meretricis 

'''' Labor at^ — which makes accusation null: 

"We waive this woman's: — nought makes void the next. 

"Borsi, called Venerino, he who drove, 

"O' the first night when you fled away, at length 

"Deposes to your kissings in the coach, 

" — Frequent, frenetic . . ." "When deposed he so?" 

"After some weeks of sharp imprisonment . . ." 

" — Granted by friend the Governor, I engage — " 

" — ^For his participation in your flight! 

"At length his obduracy melting made 

"The avowal mentioned . ." "Was dismissed forthwith 

"To liberty, poor knave, for recompense. 

"Sirs, give what credit to the lie you can! 

"For me, no word in my defence I speak, 

"And God shall argue for the lady!" 

So 
Did I stand question, and make answer, still 
With the same result of smiling disbelief, 
Polite impossibility of faith 
In such affected virtue in a priest; 
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But a showing fair play, an indulgence, even. 

To one no worse than others after all — 

Who had not brought disgrace to the order, played 

Discreetly, ruffled gown nor ripped the cloth 

In a bungling game at romps: I have told you, Sirs — 

If I pretended simply to be pure 

Honest and Christian in the case, — absurd! 

As well go boast myself above the needs 

O' the human nature, careless how meat smells. 

Wine tastes, — a saint above the smack! But once 

Abate my crest, own flaws i' the flesh, agree 

To go with the herd, be hog no more nor less, 

Why, hogs in common herd have common rights — 

I must not be unduly borne upon, 

Who had just romanced a little, sown wild oats, 

But 'scaped without a scandal, flagrant fault. 

My name helped to a mirthful circumstance: 

"Joseph" would do well to amend his plea: 

Undoubtedly — some toying with the wife. 

But as for ruffian violence and rape, 

Potiphar pressed too much on the other side! 

The intrigue, the elopement, the disguise, — well charged! 

The letters and verse looked hardly like the truth. 

Your apprehension was — of guilt enough 

To be compatible with innocence. 

So, punished best a little and not too much. 

Had I struck Guido Franceschini's face. 

You had counselled me withdraw for my own sake, 

Baulk him of bravo-hiring. Friends came round. 

Congratulated, "Nobody mistakes! 

"The pettiness o' the forfeiture defines 

"The peccadillo: Guido gets his share: 

Robert Browning. IV, 5 



; 
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"His wife is free of husband and hook-nose, 

"The mouldy viands and the mother-in-law. 

"To Civita with you and amuse the time, 

"Travesty us De Raptu HelencBT 

"A funny figure must the husband cut 

"When the wife makes him skip, — too ticklish, eh? 

"Do it in Latin, not the Vulgar, then! 

"Scazons — we'll copy and send his Eminence! 

"Mind — one iambus in the final foot! 

"He'll rectify it, be your friend for life!" 

Oh, Sirs, depend on me for much new light 

Thrown on tihe justice and religion here 

By this proceeding, much fresh food for thought! 

And I was just set down to study these 

In relegation, two short days ago. 

Admiring how you read the rules, when, clap, 

A thunder comes into my solitude — 

I am caught up in a whirlwind and cast here. 

Told of a sudden, in this room where so late 

You dealt out law adroitly, that those scales, 

I meekly bowed to, took my allotment from, 

Guido has snatched at, broken in your hands. 

Metes to himself the murder of his wife, 

Full measure, pressed down, running over now! 

Can I assist to an explanation? — ^Yes, 

I rise in your esteem, sagacious Sirs, 

Stand up a renderer of reasons, not 

The officious priest would personate Saint George 

For a mock Princess in undragoned days. 

What, the blood startles you? What, aider all 

The priest who needs must carry sword on thigh 

May find imperative use for it? Then, there was 
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A Princess, was a dragon belching flame, 

And should have been a Saint George also? Then, 

There might be worse schemes than to break the bonds 

At Arezzo, lead her by the little hand, 

Till she reached Rome, and let her try to live? 

But you were the law and the gospel, — would one please 

Stand back, allow your faculty elbow-room? 

You blind guides who must needs lead eyes that see! 

Fools, alike ignorant of man and God ! 

What was there here should have perplexed your wit 

For a wink of the owl-eyes of you? How miss, then, 

What's now forced on you by this flare of fact — 

As if Saint Peter failed to recognise 

Nero as no apostle, John or James, 

Till someone burned a martyr, made a torch 

O' the blood and fat to show his features by! 

Could you fail read this cartulary aright 

On head and front of Franceschini there. 

Large-lettered like hell's masterpiece of print, — 

That he, from the beginning pricked at heart 

By some lust, letch of hate against his wife. 

Plotted to plague her into overt sin 

And shame, would slay Pompilia body and soul. 

And save his mean self — miserably caught 

F the quagmire of his own tricks, cheats and lies? 

— That himself wrote those papers, — from himself 

To himself, — which, i' the name of me and her, 

His mistress-messenger gave her and me, 

Touching us with such pustules of the soul 

That she and I might take the taint, be shown 

To the world and shuddered over, speckled so? 

— That the agent put her sense into my words, 

Made substitution of the thing she hoped, 

5* 
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For the thing she had and held, its opposite, 

While the husband in the background bit his lips 

At each fresh failure of his precious plot? 

— That when at the last we did rush each on each. 

By no chance but because God willed it so — 

The spark of truth was struck from out our souls — 

Made all of me, descried in the first glance. 

Seem fair and honest and permissible love 

O' the good and true — as the first glance told me 

There was no duty patent in the world 

Like daring try be good and true myself. 

Leaving the shows of things to the Lord of Show 

And Prince o' the Power of the Air. Our very flight. 

Even to its most ambiguous circumstance, 

Irrefragably proved how futile, false . . . 

Why, men — men and not boys — boys and not babes — 

Babes and not beasts — beasts and not stocks and 

stones! — 
Had the liar's lie been true one pin-point speck. 
Were I the accepted suitor, free o' the place, 
Disposer of the time, to come at a call 
And go at a wink as who should say me nay, — 
What need of flight, what were the gain therefrom 
But just damnation, failure or success? 
Damnation pure and simple to her the wife 
And me the priest — who bartered private bliss 
For public reprobation, the safe shade 
For the sunshine which men see to pelt me by: 
What other advantage, — we who led the days 
And nights alone i' the house, — was flight to find? 
In our whole journey did we stop an hour. 
Diverge a foot from strait road till we reached 
Or would have reached — but for that fate of ours — 
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The father and mother, in the eye of Rome, 

The eye of yourselves we made aware of us 

At the first fall of misfortune? And indeed 

You did so far give sanction to our flight, 

Confirm its purpose, as lend helping hand. 

Deliver up Pompilia not to him 

She fled, but those the flight was ventured for. 

Why then could you, who stopped short, not go on 

One poor step more, and justify the means, 

Having allowed the end? — not see and say 

"Here 's the exceptional conduct that should claim 

"To be exceptionally judged on rules 

"Which, understood, make no exception here" — 

Why play instead into the deviPs hands 

By dealing so ambiguously as gave 

Guido the power to intervene like me, 

Prove one exception more? I saved his wife 

Against law: against law he slays her now: 

Deal with him! 

I have done with being judged. 
I stand here guiltless in thought, word and deed. 
To the point that I apprise you, — in contempt 
For all misapprehending ignorance 
O' the human heart, much more the mind of Christ, — 
That I assuredly did bow, was blessed 
By the revelation of Pompilia. There ! 
Such is the final fact I fling you. Sirs, 
To mouth and mumble and misinterpret: there! 
"The priest 's in love," have it the vulgar way! 
Unpriest me, rend the rags o' the vestment, do — 
Degrade deep, disenfranchise all you dare — 
Remove me from the midst, no longer priest 
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And fit companion for the like of you — 
Your gay Abati with the well-turned leg 
And rose i* the hat-rim, Canons, cross at neck 
And silk mask in the pocket of the gown. 
Brisk bishops with the world's musk still unbrushed 
From the rochet; I '11 no more of these good things: 
There 's a crack somewhere, something that 's unsound 
r the rattle! 

For Pompilia — be advised, 
Build churches, go pray! You will find me there, 
I know, if you come, — and you will come, I know. 
Why, there 's a Judge weeping! Did not I say 
You were good and true at bottom? You see the 

truth — 
I am glad I helped you: she helped me just so. 

But for Count Guido, — you must counsel there! 

I bow my head, bend to the very dust. 

Break myself up in shame of faultiness. 

I had him one whole moment, as I said — 

As I remember, as will never out 

O' the thoughts of me, — I had him in arm's reach 

There, — as you stand. Sir, now you cease to sit, — 

I could have killed him ere he killed his wife. 

And did not: he went off* alive and well 

And then eff*ected this last feat — through me! 

Me — not through you — dismiss that fear! 'T was you 

Hindered me staying here to save her, — not 

From leaving you and going back to him 

And doing service in Arezzo. Come, 

Instruct me in procedure! I conceive — 

In all due self-abasement might I speak — 
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How you will deal with Guido: oh, not death! 

Death, if it let her life be: otherwise 

Not death, — ^your lights will teach you clearer! I 

Certainly have an instinct of my own 

F the matter: bear with me and weigh its worth! 

Let us go away — leave Guido all alone 

Back on the world again that knows him now! 

I think he will be found (indulge so far!) 

Not to die so much as slide out of life. 

Pushed by the general horror and common hate 

Low, lower, — left o' the very ledge of things, 

I seem to see him catch convulsively 

One by one at all honest forms of life, 

At reason, order, decency and use — 

To cramp him and get foothold by at least; 

And still they disengage them from his clutch. 

"What, you are he, then, had Pompilia once 

"And so forwent her? Take not up with us!" 

And thus I see him slowly and surely edged 

Off all the table-land whence life upsprings 

Aspiring to be immortality. 

As the snake, hatched on hill-top by mischance. 

Despite his wriggling, slips, slides, slidders down 

Hill-side, lies low and prostrate on the smooth 

Level of the outer place, lapsed in the vale: 

So I lose Guido in the loneliness. 

Silence and dusk, till at the doleful end. 

At the horizontal line, creation's verge. 

From what just is to absolute nothingness — 

Lo, what is this he meets, strains onward still? 

What other man deep further in the fate. 

Who, turning at the prize of a footfall 

To flatter him and promise fellowship, 
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Discovers in the act a frightful face — 

Judas, made monstrous by much solitude! 

The two are at one now! Let them love their love 

That bites and claws like hate, or hate their hate 

That mops and mows and makes as it were love! 

There, let them each tear each in deviPs-fun, 

Or fondle this the other while malice aches — 

Both teach, both learn detestability! 

Kiss him the kiss, Iscariot! Pay that back. 

That smatch o' the slaver blistering on your lip — 

By the better trick, the insult he spared Christ — 

Lure him the lure o' the letters, Aretine! 

Lick him o'er slimy-smooth with jelly-filth 

O' the verse-and-prose pollution in love's guise! 

The cockatrice is with the basilisk! 

There let them grapple, denizens o' the dark, 

Foes or friends, but indissolubly bound, 

In their one spot out of the ken of God 

Or care of man, for ever and ever more ! 

Why, Sirs, what's this? Why, this is sorry and strange !- 

Futility, divagation: this from me 

Bound to be rational, justify an act 

Of sober man! — whereas, being moved so much, 

I give you cause to doubt the lady's mind: 

A pretty sarcasm for the world! I fear 

You do her wit injustice, — all through me! 

Like my fate all through, — ineffective help! 

A poor rash advocate I prove myself. 

You might be angry with good cause: but sure 

At the advocate, — only at the undue zeal 

That spoils the force of his own plea, I think? 

My part was just to tell you how things stand, 
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State facts and not be flustered at their fume. 

But then 't is a priest speaks: as for love, — no! 

If you let buzz a vulgar fly like that 

About your brains^ as if I loved, forsooth. 

Indeed, Sirs, you do wrong! We had no thought 

Of such infatuation, she and I: 

There are many points that prove it: do be just! 

I told you, — at one little roadside-place 

I spent a good half-hour, paced to and fro 

The garden; just to leave her free awhile, 

I plucked a handful of Spring herb and bloom: 

I might have sat beside her on the bench 

Where the children were: I wish the thing had been. 

Indeed: the event could not be worse, you know: 

One more half-hour of her saved! She's dead now, Sirs! 

While I was running on at such a rate. 

Friends should have plucked me by the sleeve : I went 

Too much o' the trivial outside of her face 

And the purity that shone there — plain to me. 

Not to you, what more natural? Nor am I 

Infatuated, — oh, I saw, be sure! 

Her brow had not the right line, leaned too much. 

Painters would say; -they like the straight-up Greek: 

This seemed bent somewhat with an invisible crown 

Of maityr and saint, not such as art approves. 

And how the dark orbs dwelt deep underneath. 

Looked out of such a sad sweet heaven on me — 

The lips, compressed a little, came forward too. 

Careful for a whole world of sin and pain. 

That was the face, her husband makes his plea. 

He sought just to disfigure, — no offence 

Beyond that! Sirs, let us be rational! 

He needs must vindicate his honour, — ay. 
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Yet shirks, the coward, in a clown's disguise, 

Away from the scene, endeavours to escape. 

Now, had he done so, slain and left no trace 

O' the slayer, — what were vindicated, pray? 

You had found his wife disfigured or a corpse, 

For what and by whom? It is too palpable! 

Then, here's another point involving law: 

I use this argument to show you meant 

No calumny against us by that title 

O' the sentence, — liars tiy to twist it so: 

What penalty it bore, I had to pay 

Till further proof should follow of innocence — 

Prohationis oh defectum^ — proof? 

How could you get proof without trying us? 

You went through the preliminary form, 

Stopped there, contrived this sentence to amuse 

The adversary. If the title ran 

For more than fault imputed and not proved. 

That was a simple penman's error, else 

A slip i' the phrase, — as when we say of you 

"Charged with injustice" — which may either be 

Or not be, — 't is a name that sticks meanwhile. 

Another relevant matter: fool that I am! 

Not what I wish true, yet a point friends urge: 

It is not true, — yet, since friends think it helps, — 

She only tried me when some others failed — 

Began with Conti, whom I told you of, 

And Guillichini, Guido's kinsfolk both. 

And when abandoned by them, not before. 

Turned to me. That's conclusive why she turned. 

Much good they got by the happy cowardice! 

Conti is dead, poisoned a month ago: 

Does that much strike you as a sin? Not much, 
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After the present murder, — one mark more 

On the Moor's skin, — what is black by blacker still? 

Conti had come here and told truth. And so 

With Guillichini; he's condemned of course 

To the galleys, as a friend in this affair, 

Tried and condemned for no one thing i' the world, 

A fortnight since by who but the Governor? — 

The just judge, who refused Pompilia help 

At first blush, being her husband's friend, you know. 

There are two tales to suit the separate courts, 

Arezzo and Rome: he tells you here, we fled 

Alone, unhelped, — lays stress on the main fault. 

The spiritual sin, Rome looks to: but elsewhere 

He likes best we should break in, steal, bear off, 

Be fit to brand and pillory and flog — 

That's the charge goes to the heart of the Governor: 

If these unpriest me, you and I may yet 

Converse, Vincenzo Marzi-Medici! 

Oh, Sirs, there are worse men than you, I say! 

More easily duped, I mean; this stupid lie. 

Its liar never dared propound in Rome, 

He gets Arezzo to receive, — nay more. 

Gets Florence and the Duke to authorise! 

This is their Rota's sentence, their Granduke 

Signs and seals! Rome for me henceforward — Rome, 

Where better men are, — most of all, that man 

The Augustinian of the Hospital, 

Who writes the letter, — he confessed, he says, 

Many a dying person, never one 

So sweet and true and pure and beautiful. 

A good man! Will you make him Pope one day? 

Not that he is not good too, this we have — 

But old, — else he would have his word to speak, 
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His truth to teach the world: I thirst for truth, 
But shall not drink it till I reach the source. 

Sirs, I am quiet again. You see, we are 

So very pitiable, she and I, 

Who had conceivably been otherwise. 

Forget distemperature and idle heat! 

Apart from truth's sake, what's to move so much? 

Pompilia will be presently with God; 

I am, on earth, as good as out of it, 

A relegated priest; when exile ends, 

I mean to do my duty and live long. 

She and I are mere strangers now: but priests 

Should study passion; how else cure mankind. 

Who come for help in passionate extremes? 

I do but play with an imagined life 

Of who, unfettered by a vow, unblessed 

By the higher call, — since you will have it so, — 

Leads it companioned by the woman there. 

To live, and see her learn, and learn by her, 

Out of the low obscure and petty world — 

Or only see one purpose and one will 

Evolve themselves i' the world, change wrong to right: 

To have to do with nothing but the true. 

The good, the eternal — and these, not alone 

In the main current of the general life. 

But small experiences of every day, 

Concerns of the particular hearth and home: 

To learn not only by a comet's rush 

But a rose's birth, — not by the grandeur, God — 

But the comfort, Christ. All this, how far away! 

Mere delectation, meet for a minute's dream! — 

Just as a drudging student trims his lamp, 

\ 
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Opens his Plutarch, puts him in the place 

Of Roman, Grecian; draws the patched gown close, 

Dreams, "Thus should I fight, save or rule the world!" — 

Then smilingly, contentedly, awakes 

To the old solitary nothingness. 

So I, from such communion, pass content . . . 

O great, just, good God! Miserable me! 
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POMPILIA. 

I AM just seventeen years and five months old, 

And, if I lived one day more, three full weeks; 

*T is writ so in the church's register, 

Lorenzo in Lucina, all my names 

At length, so many names for one poor child, 

— Francesca Camilla Vittoria Angela 

Pompilia Comparini, — laughable! 

Also 't is writ that I was married there 

Four years ago: and they will add, I hope. 

When they insert my death, a word or two, — 

Omitting all about the mode of death, — 

This, in its place, this which one cares to know, 

That I had been a mother of a son 

Exactly two weeks. It will be through grace 

O' the Curate, not through any claim I have; 

Because the boy was bom at, so baptized 

Close to, the Villa, in the proper church: 

A pretty church, I say no word against, 

Yet stranger-like, — while this Lorenzo seems 

My own particular place, I always say. 

I used to wonder, when I stood scarce high 

As the bed here, what the marble lion meant, 

With half his body rushing from the wall, 

Eating the figure of a prostrate man — 

(To the right, it is, of entry by the door) 
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An ominous sign to one baptized like me, 

Married, and to be buried there, I hope. 

And they should add, to have my life complete, 

He is a boy and Gaetan by name — 

Gaetano, for a reason, — if the friar 

Don Celestine will ask this grace for me 

Of Curate Ottoboni: he it was 

Baptized me: he remembers my whole life 

As I do his grey hair. 

All these few things 
I know are true, — will you remember them? 
Because time flies. The surgeon cared for me, 
To count my wounds, — twenty-two dagger-wounds, 
Five deadly, but I do not suffer much — 
Or too much pain, — and am to die to-night 

Oh how good God is that my babe was born, 
— Better than bom, baptized and hid away 
Before this happened, safe from being hurt! 
That had been sin God could not well forgive: 
He was too young to smile and save himself. 
When they took, two days after he was born, 
My babe away from me to be baptized 
And hidden awhile, for fear his foe should find, — 
The country-woman, used to nursing babes. 
Said "Why take on so? where is the great loss? 
"These next three weeks he will but sleep and feed, 
"Only begin to smile at the month's end; 
"He would not know you, if you kept him here, 
"Sooner than that; so, spend three merry weeks 
"Snug in the Villa, getting strong and stout, 
"And then I bring him back to be your own, 
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"And both of you may steal to — we know where!" 
The month — there wants of it two weeks this day! 
Still, I half fancied when I heard the knock 
At the Villa in the dusk, it might prove she — 
Come to say "Since he smiles before the time, 
"Why should I cheat you out of one good hour? 
"Back I have brought him; speak to him and judge!" 
Now I shall never see him; what is worse, 
When he grows up and gets to be my age, 
He will seem hardly more than a great boy; 
And if he asks "What was my mother like?" 
People may answer "Like girls of seventeen" — 
And how can he but think of this and that, 
Lucias, Marias, Sofiaa, who titter or blush 
When he regards them as such boys may do? 
Therefore I wish some one will please to say 
I looked already old though I was young; 
Do I not . . say, if you are by to speak . . 
Look nearer twenty? No more like, at least. 
Girls who look arch or redden when boys laugh, 
Than the poor Virgin that I used to know 
At our street-comer in a lonely niche, — 
The babe, that sat upon her knees, broke off, — 
Thin white glazed clay, you pitied her the more: 
She, not the gay ones, always got my rose. 

How happy those are who know how to write! 
Such could write what their son should read in time, 
Had they a whole day to live out like me. 
Also my name is not a common name, 
"Pompilia," and may help to keep apart 
A little the thing I am from what girls are. 
But then how far away, how hard to find 
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Will anything about me have become, 

Even if the boy bethink himself and ask! 

No father that he ever knew at all, 

Nor ever had — no, never had, I say I 

That is the truth, — nor any mother left, 

Out of the little two weeks that she lived, 

Fit for such memory as might assist: 

As good too as no family, no name. 

Not even poor old Pietro's name, nor hers. 

Poor kind unwise Violante, since it seems 

They must not be my parents any more. 

That is why something put it in my head 

To call the boy "Gaetano" — no old name. 

For sorrow's sake; I looked up to the sky 

And took a new saint to begin anew. 

One who has only been made saint — how long? 

Twenty-five years: so, carefuller, perhaps, 

To guard a namesake than those old saints grow. 

Tired out by this time, — see my own five saints! 

On second thoughts, I hope he will regard 

The history of me as what someone dreamed. 

And get to disbelieve it at the last: 

Since to myself it dwindles fast to that, 

Sheer dreaming and impossibility, — 

Just in four days too! All the seventeen years, 

Not once did a suspicion visit me 

How very different a lot is mine 

From any other woman's in the world. 

The reason must be, 't was by step and step 

It got to grow so terrible and strange: 

These strange woes stole on tiptoe, as it were, 

Into my neighbourhood and privacy, 

Hoheri Browning, IVt 6 



82 FROM THE RING AND THE BOOK. 

Sat down where I sat, laid them where I lay; 
And I was found familiarised with fear, 
When friends broke in, held up a torch and cried 
"Why, you Pompilia in the cavern thus, 
"How comes that arm of yours about a wolf? 
"And the soft length, — lies in and out your feet 
"And laps you round the knee, — a snake it is!" 
And so on. 

Well, and they are right enough, 
By the torch they hold up now: for first, observe, 
I never had a father, — no, nor yet 
A mother: my own boy can say at least 
"I had a motier whom I kept two weeks!" 
Not I, who little used to doubt . . / doubt 
Good Pietro, kind Violante, gave me birth? 
They loved me always as I love my babe 
( — Nearly so, that is — quite so could not be — ) 
Did for me all I meant to do for him. 
Till one surprising day, three years ago. 
They both declared, at Rome, before some judge 
In some court where the people flocked to hear. 
That really I had never been their child. 
Was a mere castaway, the careless crime 
Of an unknown man, the crime and care too much 
Of a woman known too well, — little to these. 
Therefore, of whom I was the flesh and blood : 
What then to Pietro and Violante, both 
No more my relatives than you or you? 
Nothing to them! You know what they declared. 

So with my husband, — just such a surprise, 
Such a mistake, iu that relationship! 
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Everyone says that husbands love their wives, 

Guard them and guide them, give them happiness; 

'Tis duty, law, pleasure, religion: well, 

You see how much of this comes true in mine! 

People indeed would fain have somehow proved 

He was no husband: but he did not hear. 

Or would not wait, and so has killed us all. 

Then there is . . only let me name one more! 

There is the friend, — men will not ask about, 

But tell untruths of, and give nicknames to, 

And think my lover, most surprise of all! 

Do only hear, it is the priest they mean, 

Giuseppe Caponsacchi: a priest — love. 

And love me! Well, yet people think he did. 

I am married, he has taken priestly vows. 

They know that, and yet go on, say, the same, 

"Yes, how he loves you!" "That was love" — they say, 

When anything is answered that they ask: 

Or else "No wonder you love him" — they say. 

Then they shake heads, pity much, scarcely blame — 

As if we neither of us lacked excuse. 

And anyhow are punished to the full, 

And downright love atones for everything! 

Nay, I heard read-out in the public court 

Before the judge, in presence of my friends. 

Letters 't was said the priest had sent to me. 

And other letters sent him by myself, 

We being lovers! 

Listen what this is like! 
When I was a mere child, my mother . . that's 
Violante, you must let me call her so 
Nor waste time, trying to unlearn the word, . . . 



/ 
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She brought a neighbour's child of my own age 

To play with me of rainy afternoons; 

And, since there hung a tapestry on the wall, 

We two agreed to find each other out 

Among the figures. "Tisbe, that is you, 

"With half-moon on your hair-knot, spear in hand, 

"Flying, but no wings, only the great scarf 

"Blown to a bluish rainbow at your back: 

"Call off your hound and leave the stag alone!" 

" — And there are you, Pompilia, such green leaves 

"Flourishing out of your five finger-ends, 

"And all the rest of you so brown and rough: 

"Why is it you are turned a sort of tree?" 

You know the figures never were ourselves 

Though we nicknamed them so. Thus, all my life,- 

As well what was, as what, like this, was not, — 

Looks old, fantastic and impossible: 

I touch a fairy thing that fades and fades. 

— Even to my babe! I thought, when he was born. 

Something began for once that would not end, 

Nor change into a laugh at me, but stay 

For evermore, eternally quite mine. 

Well, so he is, — but yet they bore him off, 

The third day, lest my husband should lay traps 

And catch him, and by means of him catch me. 

Since they have saved him so, it was well done: 

Yet thence comes such confusion of what was 

With what will be, — that late seems long ago, 

And, what years should bring round, already come. 

Till even he withdraws into a dream 

As the rest do: I fancy him grown great. 

Strong, stern, a tall young man who tutors me. 

Frowns with the others "Poor imprudent childl 
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"Why did you venture out of the safe street? 
"Why go so far from help to that lone house? 
"Why open at the whisper and the knock?" 



Six days ago when it was New Year's-day, 
We bent above the fire and talked of him, 
What he should do when he was grown and great. 
Violante, Pietro, each had given the arm 
I leant on, to walk by, from couch to chair 
And fireside, — laughed, as I lay safe at last, 
"Pompilia's march from bed to board is made, 
"Pompilia back again and with a babe, 
"Shall one day lend his arm and help her walk!" 
Then we all wished each other more New Years. 
Pietro began to scheme — "Our cause is gained; 
"The law is stronger than a wicked man: 
"Let him henceforth go his way, leave us ours! 
"We will avoid the city, tempt no more 
"The greedy ones by feasting and parade, — 
"Live at the other villa, we know where, 
"Still farther off, and we can watch the babe 
"Grow fast in the good air; and wood is cheap 
"And wine sincere outside the city gate. 
"I still have two or three old friends will grope 
"Their way along the mere half-mile of road, 
"With staff and lantern on a moonless night 
"When one needs talk: they'll find me, never fear, 
"And rU find them a flask of the old sort yet!" 
Violante said "You chatter like a crow: 
"Pompilia tires o' the tattle, and shall to -bed: 
"Do not too much the first day, — somewhat more 
"To-morrow, and, the next, begin the cape 
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"And hood and coat! I have spun wool enough." 
Oh what a happy friendly eve was that! 

And, next day, about noon, out Pietro went — 

He was so happy and would talk so much. 

Until Violante pushed and laughed him forth 

Sight- seeing in the cold, — "So much to see 

"F the churches! Swathe your throat three times!" 

she cried, 
"And, above all, beware the slippery ways, 
"And bring us all the news by supper-time!" 
He came back late, laid by cloak, staff and hat, 
Powdered so thick with snow it made us laugh. 
Rolled a great log upon the ash o' the hearth. 
And bade Violante treat us to a flask. 
Because he had obeyed her faithfully, 
Gone sight-see through the seven, and found no church 
To his mind like San Giovanni — "There's the fold, 
"And all the sheep together, big as cats! 
"And such a shepherd, half the size of life, 
"Starts up and hears the angel" — when, at the door, 
A tap: we started up: you know the rest. 

Pietro at least had done no harm, I know; 

Nor even Violante, so much harm as makes 

Such revenge lawful. Certainly she erred — 

Did wrong, how shall I dare say otherwise? — 

In telling that first falsehood, buying me 

From my poor faulty mother at a price, 

To pass off upon Pietro as his child : 

If one should take my babe, give him a name. 

Say he was not Gaetano and my own, 

But that some other woman made his mouth 
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And hands and feet, — how very false were that! 

No good could come of that; and all harm did. 

Yet if a stranger were to represent 

"Needs must you either give your babe to me 

"And let me call him mine for ever more, 

"Or let your husband get him" — ah, my God, 

That were a trial I refuse to face! 

Well, just so here: it proved wrong but seemed right 

To poor Violante — for there lay, she said. 

My poor real dying mother in her rags. 

Who put me from her with the life and all. 

Poverty, pain, shame and disease at once, 

To die the easier by what price I fetched — 

Also (I hope) because I should be spared 

Sorrow and sin, — why may not that have helped? 

My father, — he was no one, any one, — 

The worse, the likelier, — call him — he who came. 

Was wicked for his pleasure, went his way. 

And left no trace to track by; there remained 

Nothing but me, the unnecessary life, 

To catch up or let fall, — and yet a thing 

She could make happy, be made happy with, 

This poor Violante, — who would frown thereat? 



Well, God, you seel God plants us where we grow. 

It is not that, because a bud is born 

At a wild briar's end, full i' the wild beast's way. 

We ought to pluck and put it out of reach 

On the oak-tree top, — say, "There the bud belongs!" 

She thought, moreover, real lies were — lies told 

For harm's sake; whereas this had good at heart. 

Good for my mother, good for me, and good 
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For Pietro who was meant to love a babe, 

And needed one to make his life of use, 

Receive his house and land when he should die. 

Wrong, wrong and always wrong! how plainly wrong! 

For see, this fault kept pricking, as faults do. 

All the same at her heart, — this falsehood hatched, 

She could not let it go nor keep it fast. 

She told me so, — ^the first time I was found 

Locked in her arms once more after the pain. 

When the nuns let me leave them and go home. 

And both of us cried all the cares away, — 

This it was set her on to make amends. 

This brought about the marriage — simply this! 

Do let me speak for her you blame so much! 

When Paul, my husband's brother, found me out. 

Heard there was wealth for who should marry me, 

So, came and made a speech to ask my hand 

For Guido, — she, instead of piercing straight 

Through the pretence to the ignoble truth. 

Fancied she saw God's very finger point, 

Designate just the time for planting me, 

(The wild briar-slip she plucked to love and wear) 

In soil where I could strike real root, and grow, 

And get to be the thing I called myself: 

For, wife and husband are one flesh, God says. 

And I, whose parents seemed such and were none, 

Should in a husband have a husband now. 

Find nothing, this time, but was what it seemed, 

— All truth and no confusion any more. 

I know she meant all good to me, all plain 

To herself, — since how could it be aught but pain, 

To give me up, so, from her very breast, 

The wilding flower-tre^-branch that, all those years, 
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She had got used to feel for and find fixed? 

She meant well: has it been so ill i' the main? 

That is but fair to ask: one cannot judge 

Of what has been the ill or well of life, 

The day that one is dying, — sorrows change 

Into not altogether sorrow-like; 

I do see strangeness but scarce misery. 

Now it is over, and no danger more. 

My child is safe; there seems not so much pain. 

It comes, most like, that I am just absolved. 

Purged of the past, the foul in me, washed fair, — 

One cannot both have and not have, you know, — 

Being right now, I am happy and colour things. 

Yes, every body that leaves life sees all 

Softened and bettered: so with other sights: 

To me at least was never evening yet 

But seemed far beautifuller than its day. 

For past is past. 

There was a fancy came. 
When somewhere, in the journey with my friend, 
We stepped into a hovel to get food; 
And there began a yelp here, a bark there, — 
Misunderstanding creatures that were wroth 
And vexed themselves and us till we retired. 
The hovel is life: no matter what dogs bit 
Or cats scratched in the hovel I break from. 
All outside is lone field, moon and such peace — 
Flowing in, filling up as with a sea 
Whereon comes Someone, walks fast on the white, 
Jesus Christ's self, Don Celestine declares. 
To meet me and calm ajl things back again, 
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Beside, up to my marriage, thirteen years 

Were, each day, happy as the day was long: 

This may have made the change too terrible. 

I know that when Violante told me first 

The cavalier, — she meant to bring next morn, 

Whom I must also let take, kiss my hand, — 

Would be at San Lorenzo the same eve 

And marry me, — which over, we should go 

Home both of us without him as before, 

And, till she bade speak, I must hold my tongue. 

Such being the correct way with girl-brides, 

From whom one word would make a father blush, — 

I know, I say, that when she told me this, 

— Well, I no more saw sense in what she said 

Than a lamb does in people clipping wool; 

Only lay down and let myself be clipped. 

And when next day the cavalier who came 

(Tisbe had told me that the slim young man 

With wings at head, and wings at feet, and sword 

Threatening a monster, in our tapestry, 

Would eat a girl else, — was a cavalier) 

When he proved Guido Franceschini, — old 

And nothing like so tall as I myself. 

Hook-nosed and yellow in a bush of beard. 

Much like a thing I saw on a boy's wrist, 

He called an owl and used for catching birds, — : 

And when he took my hand and made a smile — 

Why, the uncomfortableness of it all 

Seemed hardly more important in the case 

Than, — when one gives you, say, a coin to spend, — 

Its newness or its oldness; if the piece 

Weigh properly and buy you what you wish, 

No matter whether you get grime or glare! 
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Men take the coin, return you grapes and figs. 
Here, marriage was the coin, a dirty piece 
Would purchase me the praise of those I loved: 
About what else should I concern myself? 

So, hardly knowing what a husband meant, 
I supposed this or any man would serve. 
No whit the worse for being so uncouth: 
For I was ill once and a doctor came 
With a great ugly hat, no plume thereto. 
Black jerkin and black buckles and black sword, 
And white sharp beard over the ruff in front, 
And oh so lean, so sour-faced and austere!- — 
Who felt my pulse, made me put out my tongue. 
Then oped a phial, dripped a drop or two 
Of a black bitter something, — I was cured ! 
What mattered the fierce beard or the grim face? 
It was the physic beautified the man, 
Master Malpichi, — never met his match 
In Rome, they said, — so ugly all the samel 

However, I was hurried through a storm. 

Next dark eve of December's deadest day — 

How it rained! — through our street and the Lion's- 

mouth 
And the bit of Corso, — cloaked round, covered close, 
I was like something strange or contraband, — 
Into blank San Lorenzo, up the aisle. 
My mother keeping hold of me so tight, 
I fancied we were come to see a corpse 
Before the altar which she pulled me toward. 
There we found waiting an unpleasant priest . 
Who proved the brother, not our parish friend, 
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But one with mischief-making mouth and eye, 

Paul, whom I know since to my cost And then 

I heard the heavy church-door lock out help 

Behind us: for the customary warmth, 

Two tapers shivered on the altar. "Quick — 

"Lose no time!" — cried the priest. And straightway 

down 
From . . what's behind the altar where he hid — 
Hawk-nose and yellowness and bush and all. 
Stepped Guido, caught my hand, and there was I 
O' the chancel, and the priest had opened book. 
Read here and there, made me say that and this. 
And after, told me I was now a wife. 
Honoured indeed, since Christ thus weds the Church, 
And therefore turned he water into wine. 
To show I should obey my spouse like Christ. 
Then the two slipped aside and talked apart. 
And I, silent and scared, got down again 
And joined my mother wh9 was weeping now. 
Nobody seemed to mind us any more. 
And both of us on tiptoe found our way 
To the door which was unlocked by this, and wide. 
When we were in the street, the rain had stopped, 
All things looked better. At our own house-door, 
Violante whispered "No one syllable 
"To Pietro! Girl-brides never breathe a word!" 
" — Well treated to a wetting, draggle-tails!" 
Laughed Pietro as he opened — "Very near 
"You made me brave the gutter's roaring sea 
"To carry off from roost old dove and young, 
** Trussed up in church, the cote, by me, the kite! 
"What do these priests mean, praying folk to death 
"0» stormy afternoons with Christmas close 
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"To wash our sins off nor require the rain?" 
Violante gave my hand a timely squeeze, 
Madonna saved me from immodest speech, 
I kissed him and was quiet, being a bride. 

When I saw nothing more, the next three weeks, 

Of Guido— "Nor the Church sees Christ" thought I: 

"Nothing is changed however, wine is wine 

"And water only water in our house. 

"Nor did I see that ugly doctor since 

"The cure of the illness: just as I was cured, 

"I am married, — neither scarecrow will return." 

Three weeks, I chuckled — "How would Giulia stare, 

"And Tecla smile and Tisbe laugh outright, 

"Were it not impudent for brides to talk!" — 

Until one morning, as I sat and sang 

At the broidery-frame alone i' the chamber, — loud 

Voices, two, three together, sobbings too. 

And my name, "Guido," "Paolo," flung like stones 

From each to the other! In I ran to see. 

There stood the very Guido and the priest 

With sly face, — formal but nowise afraid, — 

While Pietro seemed all red and angry, scarce 

Able to stutter out his wrath in words; 

And this it was that made my mother sob. 

As he reproached her — "You have murdered us, 

"Me and yourself and this our child beside!" 

Then Guido interposed "Murdered or not, 

"Be it enough your child is now my wife! 

"I claim and come to take her." Paul put in, 

"Consider — kinsman, dare I term you so? — 

"What is the good of your sagacity 
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"Except to counsel in a strait like this? 

"I guarantee the parties man and wife 

"Whether you like or loathe it, bless or ban. 

"May spilt milk be put back within the bowl — 

"The done thing, undone? You, it is, we look 

"For counsel to, you fitliest will advise! 

"Since milk, though spilt and spoilt, does marble good, 

"Better we down on knees and scrub the floor, 

"Than sigh, *the waste would make a syllabub!' 

"Help us so turn disaster to account, 

"So predispose the groom, he needs shall grace 

"The bride with favour from the very first, 

"Not begin marriage an embittered man!" 

He smiled, — the game so wholly in his hands! 

While fast and faster sobbed Violante — "Ay, 

"All of us murdered, past averting now! 

"O my sin, O my secret!" and such like. 

Then I began to half surmise the truth; 

Something had happened, low, mean, underhand. 

False, and my mother was to blame, and I 

To pity, whom all spoke of, none addressed: 

I was the chattel that had caused a crime. 

I stood mute, — those who tangled must untie 

The embroilment. Pietro cried "Withdraw, my child! 

"She is not helpful to the sacrifice 

"At this stage, — do you want the victim by 

"While you discuss the value of her blood? 

"For her sake, I consent to hear you talk: 

"Go, child, and pray God help the innocent!" 

I did go and was praying God, when came 
Violante, with eyes swollen and red enough, 
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But movement on her mouth for make-believe 
Matters were somehow getting right again. 
She bade me sit down by her side and hear. 

*You are too young and cannot understand, 

*Nor did your father understand at first. 

*I wished to benefit all three of us, 

'And when he failed to take my meaning, — why, 

*I tried to have my way at unaware — 

* Obtained him the advantage he refused. 

* As if I put before him wholesome food 

* Instead of broken victual, — he finds change 
*r the viands, never cares to reason why, 
*But falls to blaming me, would fling the plate 
*From window, scandalize the neighbourhood, 
*Even while he smacks his lips, — men's way, my child! 
*But either you have prayed him unperverse 

*0r I have talked him back into his wits: 
*And Paolo was a help in time of need, — 
*Guido, not much — my child, the way of men! 
*A priest is more a woman than a man, 
*And Paul did wonders to persuade. In short, 
*Yes, he was wrong, your father sees and says; 
*My scheme was worth attempting: and bears fruit, 

* Gives you a husband and a noble name, 
*A palace and no end of pleasant things. 
*What do you care about a handsome youth? 
*They are so volatile, and teaze their wives! 
*This is the kind of man to keep the house. 
*We lose no daughter, — gain a son, that's all: 
*For 'tis arranged we never separate, 

*Nor miss, in our grey time of life, the tints 

* Of you that colour eve to match with mom. 
*In good or ill, we share and share alike, 
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"And cast our lots into a common lap, 
"And all three die together as we lived! 
"Only, at Arezzo, — that's a Tuscan town, 
"Not so large as this noisy Rome, no doubt, 
"But older far and finer much, say folks, — 
"In a great palace where you will be queen, 
"Know the Archbishop and the Governor, 
"And we see homage done you ere we die. 
"Therefore, be good and pardon!" — "Pardon what? 
"You know things, I am very ignorant: 
"All is right if you only will not cry!" 

And so an end! Because a blank begins 

From when, at the word, she kissed me hard and hot. 

And took me back to where my father leaned 

Opposite Guido — who stood eyeing him. 

As eyes the butcher the cast panting ox 

That feels his fate is come, nor struggles more, — 

While Paul looked archly on, pricked brow at whiles 

With the pen-point as to punish triumph there,—^ 

And said "Count Guido, take your lawful wife 

"Until death part you!" 

All since is one blank. 
Over and ended; a terrific dream. 
It is the good of dreams — so soon they go! 
Wake in a horror of heart-beats, you may — 
Cry, "The dread thing will never from my thoughts!" 
Still, a few daylight doses of plain life, 
Cock-crow and sparrow-chirp, or bleat and bell 
Of goats that trot by, tinkling, to be milked; 
And when you rub your eyes awake and wide, 
Where is the harm o' the horror? Gone! So here. 
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I know I wake, — but from what? Blank, I say! 

This is the note of evil: for good lasts. 

Even when Don Celestine bade "Search and find! 

"For your soul's sake, remember what is past, 

"The better to forgive it," — all in vain! 

What was fast getting indistinct before. 

Vanished outright. By special grace perhaps. 

Between that first calm and this last, four years 

Vanish, — one quarter of my life, you know. 

I am held up, amid the nothingness, 

By one or two truths only — thence I hang. 

And there I live, — the rest is death or dream. 

All but those points of my support. I think 

Of what I saw at Rome once in the Square 

O' the Spaniards, opposite the Spanish House: 

There was a foreigner had trained a goat, 

A shuddering white woman of a beast. 

To climb up, stand straight on a pile of sticks 

Put close, which gave the creature room enough: 

When she was settled there he, one by one. 

Took away all the sticks, left just the four 

Whereon the little hoofs did really rest, * 

There she kept firm, all underneath was air. 

So, what I hold by, are my prayer to God, 

My hope, that came in answer to the prayer, 

Some hand would interpose and save me — hand 

Which proved to be my friend's hand: and, — best 

bliss, — 
That fancy which began so faint at first. 
That thrill of dawn's suffusion through my dark. 
Which I perceive was promise of my child, 
The light his unborn face sent long before, — 
God's way of breaking the good news to flesh. 

Robert Browning, IV% 7 
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That is all left now of those four bad years. 

Don Celestine urged "But remember more! 

"Other men's faults may help me find your own. 

"I need the cruelty exposed, explained, 

"Or how can I advise you to forgive?" 

He thought I could not properly forgive 

Unless I ceased forgetting, — ^which is true: 

For, bringing back reluctantly to mind 

My husband's treatment of me, — by a light 

That's later than my life-time, I review 

And comprehend much and imagine more, 

And have but little to forgive at last. 

For now, — be fair and say, — is it not true 

He was ill-used and cheated of his hope 

To get enriched by marriage? Marriage gave 

Me and no money, broke the compact so: 

He had a right to ask me on those terms. 

As Pietro and Violante to declare 

They would not give me: so the bargain stood: 

They broke it, and he felt himself aggrieved. 

Became unkind with me to punish them. 

They said 't was he began deception first. 

Nor, in one point whereto he pledged himself, 

Kept promise: what of that, suppose it were? 

Echoes die off, scarcely reverberate 

For ever, — why should ill keep echoing ill. 

And never let our ears have done with noise? 

Then my poor parents took the violent way 

To thwart him, — he must needs retaliate, — wrong. 

Wrong, and all wrong, — better say, all blind! 

As I myself was, that is sure, who else 

Had undertook the mystery: for his wife 

Was bound in some sort to help somehow there. 
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It seems as if I might have interposed, 

Blunted the edge of their resentment so, 

Since he vexed me because they first vexed him; 

"I will entreat them to desist, submit, 

"Give him the money and be poor in peace, — 

"Certainly not go tell the world: perhaps 

"He will grow quiet with his gains." 

Yes, say 
Something to this effect and you do well! 
But then you have to see first: I was blind. 
That is the fiiiit of all such wormy ways, 
The indirect, the unapproved of God: 
You cannot find their author's end and aim. 
Not even to substitute your good for bad. 
Your open for the irregular; you stand 
Stupefied, profitless, as cow or sheep 
That miss a man's mind; anger him just twice 
By trial at repairing the first fault 
Thus, when he blamed me, "You are a coquette, 
"A lure-owl posturing to attract birds, 
"You look love-lures at theatre and church, 
"In walk, at window!" — that, I knew, was false: 
But why he charged me falsely, whither sought 
To drive me by such charge, — how (;ould I know? 
So, unaware, I only made things worse. 
I tried to soothe him by abjuring walk. 
Window, church, theatre, for good and all, 
As if he had been in earnest: that, you know, 
Was nothing like the object of his diarge. 
Yes, when I got my maid to supplicate 
The priest, whose name she read when she would read 
Those feigned false letters I was forced to hear 
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Though I could read no word of, — he should cease 

Writing, — nay, if he minded prayer of mine, 

Cease from so much as even pass the street 

Whereon our house looked, — in my ignorance 

I was just thwarting Guido's true intent; 

Which was, to bring about a wicked change 

Of sport to earnest, tempt a thoughtless man 

To write indeed, and pass the house, and more. 

Till both of us were taken in a crime. 

He ought not to have wished me thus act lies, 

Simulate folly, — but, — wrong or right, the wish, — 

I failed to apprehend its drift. How plain 

It follows, — if I fell into such fault. 

He also may have overreached the mark. 

Made mistake, by perversity of brain. 

In the whole sad strange plot, this same intrigue 

To make me and my friend unself ourselves, 

Be other man and woman than we were! 

Think it out, you who have the time! for me, — 

I cannot say less; more I will not say. 

Leave it to God to cover and undo! 

Only, my dulness should not prove too much! 

— Not prove that in a certain other point 

Wherein my husband blamed me, — and you blame, 

If I interpret smiles and shakes of head, — 

I was dull too. Oh, if I dared but speak! 

Must I speak? I am blamed that I forwent 

A way to make my husband's favour come. 

That is true: I was firm, withstood, refused . . . 

— Women as you are, how can I find the words? 

I felt there was just one thing Guido claimed 
I had no right to give nor he to take; 
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We being in estrangement, soul from soul: 

Till, when I thought help, the Archbishop smiled, 

Inquiring into privacies of life, 

— Said I was blameable — (he stands for God) 

Nowise entitled to exemption there. 

Then I obeyed, — as surely had obeyed 

Were the injunction "Since your husband bids, 

"Swallow the burning coal he proffers you!" 

But I did wrong, and he gave wrong advice 

Though he were thrice Archbishop, — that, I know! — 

Now I have got to die and see things clear. 

Remember I was barely twelve years old — 

A child at marriage: I was let alone 

For weeks, I told you, lived my child-life still 

Even at Arezzo, when I woke and found 

First . . but I need not think of that again — 

Over and ended! Try and take the sense 

Of what I signify, if it must be so. 

After the first, my husband, for hate's sake. 

Said one eve, when the simpler cruelty 

Seemed somewhat dull at edge and fit to bear, 

"We have been man and wife six months almost: 

"How long is this your comedy to last? 

"Go this night to my chamber, not your own!" 

At which word, I did rush — most true the charge — 

And gain the Archbishop's house — he stands for God — 

And fall upon my knees and clasp his feet. 

Praying him hinder what my estranged soul 

Refused to bear, though patient of the rest: 

"Place me within a convent," I implored — 

"Let me henceforward lead the virgin life 

"You praise in Her you bid me imitate!" 

What did he answer? "Folly of ignorance! 
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"Know, daughter, circumstances make or mar 

"Virginity, — 't is virtue or 't is vice. 

"That which was glory in the Mother of God 

"Had been, for instance, damnable in Eve 

" Created to be mother of mankind. 

"Had Eve, in answer to her Maker's speech 

"*Be fruitful, multiply, replenish earth' — 

"Pouted 'But I choose rather to remain 

"'Single' — ^why, she had spared herself fortljwith 

"Further probation by the apple and snake, 

"Been pushed straight out of Paradise! For see — 

"If motiierhood be qualified impure, 

"I catch you making God command Eve sin! 

" — A blasphemy so like these Molinists', 

"I must suspect you dip into their books." 

Then he pursued "'T was in your covenant!" 

No! There my husband never used deceit. 

He never did by speech nor act imply 

"Because of our souls' yearning that we meet 

"And mix in soul through fles^ which yours and mine 

"Wear and impress, and make their visible selves, 

" — All which means, for the love of you and me, 

"Let us become one flesh, being one soul!" 

He only stipulated for the wealth; 

Honest so far. But when he spoke as plain — 

Dreadfully honest also — "Since our souls 

"Stand each from each, a whole world's width between, 

"Give me the fleshy vesture I can reach 

"And rend and leave just fit for hell to bum!" — 

Why, in God's name, for Guido's soul's own sake 

Imperilled by polluting mine, — I say, 

I did resist; would I had overcome! 
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My heart died out at the Archbishop's smile; 

— It seemed so stale and worn a way o' the world, 

As thought 't were nature frowning — "Here is Spring, 

"The sun shines as he shone at Adam's fall, 

"The earth requires that warmth reach ever5rwhere: 

"What, must your patch of snow be saved forsooth 

"Because you rather fancy snow than flowers?" 

Something in this style he began with me. 

Last he said, savagely for a good man, 

"This explains why you call your husband harsh, 

"Harsh to you, harsh to whom you love. God's Bread! 

"The poor Count has to manage a mere child 

"Whose parents leave untaught the simplest things 

"Their duty was and privilege to teach, — 

"Goodwives' instruction, gossips' lore: they laugh 

"And leave the Count the task, — or leave it me!" 

Then I resolved to tell a frightful thing. 

"I am not ignorant, — know what I say, 

"Declaring this is sought for hate, not love. 

"Sir, you may hear things like almighty God. 

"I tell you that my housemate, yes — the priest 

"My husband's brother. Canon Girolamo — 

"Has taught me what depraved and misnamed love 

"Means, and what outward signs denote the sin, 

"For he solicits me and says he loves, 

"The idle young priest with nought else to do. 

"My husband sees this, knows this, and lets be. 

"Is it your counsel I bear this beside?" 

" — More scandal, and against a priest this time! 

"What, 't is the Canon now?" — ^less snappishly — 

"Rise up, my child, for such a child you are, 

"The rod were too advanced a punishment! 

"Let 's try the honeyed cake. A parable! 
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"'Without a parable spake He not to them.'" 
"There was a ripe round long black toothsome fruit, 
"Even a flower-fig, the prime boast of May: 
"And, to the tree, said . . either the spirit o' the fig, 
"Or, if we bring in men, the gardener, 
"Archbishop of the orchard — had I time 
"To try o' the two which fits in best: indeed 
"It might be the Creator's self, but then 
"The tree should bear an apple, I suppose, — 
"Well, anyhow, one with authority said 
" *Ripe fig, burst skin, regale the fig-pecker — 
"*The bird whereof thou art a perquisite!' 
"*Nay,' with a flounce, replied the restif fig, 
" *I much prefer to keep my pulp myself: 
" *He may go breakfastless and dinnerless, 
" * Supperless of one crimson seed, for me ! ' 
"So, back she flopped into her bunch of leaves. 
"He flew off*, left her, — did the natural lord, — 
"And lo, three hundred thousand bees and wasps 
"Found her out, feasted on her to the shuck: 
"Such gain the fig's that gave its bird no bite! 
"The moral, — fools elude their proper lot, 
"Tempt other fools, get ruined all alike. 
"Therefore go home, embrace your husband quick! 
"Which if his Canon brother chance to see, 
"He will the sooner back to book again." 

So, home I did go; so, the worst befell: 

So, I had proof the Archbishop was just man. 

And hardly that, and certainly no more. 

For, miserable consequence to me, 

My husband's hatred waxed nor waned at all, 

His brother's boldness grew effrontery soon, , 
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And my last stay and comfort in myself 

"Was forced from me: henceforth I looked to God 

Only, nor cared my desecrated soul 

Should have fair walls, gay windows for the world. 

God's glimmer, that came through the ruin-top. 

Was witness why all lights were quenched inside: 

Henceforth I asked God counsel, not mankind. 

So, when I made the effort, saved myself. 

They said — "No care to save appearance here! 

"How cynic, — when, how wanton, were enough!" 

— Adding, it all came of my mother's life — 

My own real mother, whom I never knew, 

Who did wrong (if she needs must have done wrong) 

Through being all her life, not my four years, 

At mercy of the hateful, — every beast 

O' the field was wont to break that fountain-fence, 

Trample the silver into mud so murk 

Heaven could not find itself reflected there, — 

Now they cry "Out on her, who, plashy pool, 

"Bequeathed turbidity and bitterness 

"To the daughter-stream where Guido dipt and drank!" 

Well, since she had to bear this brand — let me! 
The rather do I understand her now, — 
From my experience of what hate calls love, — 
Much love might be in what their love called hate. 
If she sold . . what they call, sold . . me her child — 
I shall believe she hoped in her poor heart 
That I at least might try be good and pure, 
Begin to live untempted, not go doomed 
And done with ere once found in fault, as she, 
Oh and, my mother, it all came to this? 
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Why should I trust those that speak ill of you, 
Wheii I mistrust who speaks even well of them? 
Why, since all bound to do me good, did harm. 
May not you, seeming as you harmed me most, 
Have meant to do most good — and feed your child 
From bramble-bush, whom not one orchard-tree 
But drew-back bough from, nor let one fruit fall? 
This it was for you sacrificed your babe? 
Gained just this, giving your heart's hope away 
As I might give mine, loving it as you. 
If . . but that never could be asked of me! 

There, enough! I have my support again, 

Again the knowledge that my babe was, is. 

Will be mine only. Him, by death, I give 

Outright to God, without a further care, — 

But not to any parent in the world, — 

So to be safe: why is it we repine? 

What guardianship were safer could we choose? 

All human plans and projects come to nought, 

My life, and what I know of other lives. 

Prove that: no plan nor project! God shall care! 

And now you are not tired? How patient then 
All of you, — Oh yes, patient this long while 
Listening, and understanding, I am sure! 
Four days ago, when I was sound and well 
And like to live, no one would understand. 
People were kind, but smiled "And what of him, 
"Your friend, whose tonsure, the rich dark-brown hides? 
"There, there! — your lover, do we dream he was? 
"A priest too — never were such naughtiness! 
"Still, he thinks many a long think, never fear, 



POMPILIA. 107 

** After the shy pale lady,— lay so light 

"For a moment in his arms, the lucky one!" 

And so on: wherefore should I blame you much? 

So we are made, such difference in minds, 

Such difference too in eyes that see the minds! 

That man, you misinterpret and misprise — 

The glory of his nature, I had thought, 

Shot itself out in white light, blazed the truth 

Through every atom of his act with me: 

Yet where I point you, through the crystal shrine, 

Purity in quintessence, one dew-drop. 

You all descry a spider in the midst. 

One says, "The head of it is plain to see," 

And one, "They are the feet by which I judge," 

All say, "Those films were spun by nothing else." 

Then, I must lay my babe away with God, 

Nor think of him again, for gratitude. 

Yes, my last breath shall wholly spend itself 

In one attempt more to disperse the stain. 

The mist from other breath fond mouths have made, 

About a lustrous and pellucid soul: 

So that, when I am gone but sorrow stays. 

And people need assurance in their doubt 

If God yet have a servant, man a friend, 

The weak a saviour and the vile a foe, — 

Let him be present, by the name invoked, 

Giuseppe-Maria Caponsacchi! 

There, 
Strength comes already with the utterance! 
I will remember once more for his sake 
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The sorrow: for he lives and is belied. 

Could he be here, how he would speak for me! 



I had been miserable three drear years 

In that dread palace and lay passive now, 

When I first learned there could be such a man. 

Thus it fell: I was at a public play. 

In the last days of Carnival last March, 

Brought there I knew not why, but now know well. 

My husband put me where I sat, in front; 

Then crouched down, breathed cold through me from 

behind. 
Stationed i' the shadow — none in front could see, — 
I, it was, faced the stranger-throng beneath. 
The crowd with upturned faces, eyes one stare. 
Voices one buzz. I looked but to the stage. 
Whereon two lovers sang and interchanged 
"True life is only love, love only bliss: 
"I love thee — thee I love!" then they embraced. 
I looked thence to the ceiling and the walls, — 
Over the crowd, those voices and those eyes, — 
My thoughts went through the roof and out, to Rome 
On wings of music, waft of measured words, — 
Set me down there, a happy child again. 
Sure that to-morrow would be festa-day. 
Hearing my parents praise past festas more. 
And seeing they were old if I was young, 
Yet wondering why they still would end discourse 
With "We must soon go, you abide your time, 
"And, — might we haply see the proper friend 
"Throw his arm over you and make you safe!" 
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Sudden I saw him; into my lap there fell 
A foolish twist of comfits, broke my dream 
And brought me from the air and laid me low, 
As ruined as the soaring bee that's reached 
(So Pietro told me at the Villa once) 
By the dust-handful. There the comfits lay: 
I looked to see who flung them, and I faced 
This Caponsacchi, looking up in turn. 
Ere I could reason out why, I felt sure, 
Whoever flung them, his was not the hand, — 
Up rose the round face and good-natured grin 
Of him who, in effect, had played the prank. 
From covert close beside the earnest face, — 
Fat waggish Conti, friend of all the world. 
He was my husband's cousin, privileged 
To throw the thing: the other, silent, grave, 
Solemn almost, saw me, as I saw him. 

There is a psalm Don Celestine recites, 

"Had I a dove's wings, how I fain would flee!" 

The psalm runs not "I hope, I pray for wings," — 

Not "If wings fall from heaven, I fix them fast," — 

Simply "How good it were to fly and rest, 

"Have hope now, and one day expect content! 

"How well to do what I shall never do!" 

So I said "Had there been a man like that, 

"To lift me with his strength out of all strife 

"Into the calm, how I could fly and rest! 

"I have a keeper in the garden here 

"Whose sole employment is to strike me low 

"If ever I, for solace, seek the sun. 

"Life means with me successful feigning death^ 

** Lying stone-like, eluding notice so, 
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"Forgoing here the turf and there the sky. 
"Suppose that man had been instead of this!" 

Presently Conti laughed into my ear, 
— Had tripped up to the raised place where I sat — 
"Cousin, I flung them brutishly and hard! 
"Because you must be hurt, to look austere 
"As Caponsacchi yonder, my tall friend 
"A-gazing now. Ah, Guido, you so close? 
"Keep on your knees, do! Beg her to forgive! 
"My comet battered like a cannon-ball. 
"Good bye, I'm gone!" — nor waited the reply. 

That night at supper, out my husband broke, 

"Why was that throwing, that buffoonery? 

"Do you think I am your dupe? What man would 

dare 
"Throw comfits in a stranger lady's lap? 
" 'Twas knowledge of you bred such insolence 
"In Caponsacchi; he dared shoot the bolt, 
"Using that Conti for his stalking-horse. 
"How could you see him this once and no more, 
"When he is always haunting hereabout 
"At the street-comer or the palace-side, 
"Publishing my shame and your impudence? 
"You are a wanton, — I a dupe, you think? 
"O Christ, what hinders that I kill her quick?" 
Whereat he drew his sword and feigned a thmst. 

All this, now, — ^being not so strange to me. 
Used to such misconception day by day 
And broken-in to bear, — I bore, this time, 
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More quietly than woman should perhaps; 
Repeated the mere truth and held my tongue. 

Then he said, "Since you play the ignorant, 
"I shall instruct you. This amour, — commenced 
"Or finished or midway in act, all 's one, — 
" Tis the town-talk; so my revenge shall be. 
"Does he presume because he is a priest? 
"I warn him that the sword I wear shall pink 
"His lily-scented cassock through and through, 
"Next time I catch him underneath your eaves!" 

But he had threatened with the sword so oft 
And, after all, not kept his promise. All 
I said was, "Let God save tiie innocent! 
"Moreover, death is far from a bad fate. 
"I shall go pray for you and me, not him; 
"And then I look to sleep, come death or, worse, 
"Life." So, I slept. 

There may have elapsed a week, 
When Margherita, — called my waiting-maid. 
Whom it is said my husband found too fair — 
Who stood and heard the charge and the reply, 
Who never once would let the matter rest 
From that night forward, but rang changes still 
On this the thrust and that the shame, and how 
Good cause for jealousy cures jealous fools. 
And what a paragon was this same priest 
She talked about until I stopped my ears, — 
She said, "A week is gone; you comb your hair, 
"Then go mope in a comer, cheek on palm, 
"Till night comes round again, — ^so, waste a week 
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"As if your husband menaced you in sport. 

"Have not I some acquaintance with his tricks? 

"Oh no, he did not stab the serving-man 

"Who made and sang the rhymes about me once! 

"For why? They sent him to the wars next day. 

"Nor poisoned he the foreigner, my friend, 

"Who wagered on the whiteness of my breast, — 

"The swarth skins of our city in dispute: 

"For, though he paid me proper compliment, 

"The Count well knew he was besotted with 

"Somebody else, a skin as black as ink, 

"(As all the town knew save my foreigner) 

"He found and wedded presently, — *Why need 

"* Better revenge?' — the Count asked. But what's 

here? 
"A priest, that does not fight, and cannot wed, 
"Yet must be dealt with! If the Count took fire 
"For the poor pastime of a minute, — me — 
"What were the conflagration for yourself, 
"Countess and lady-wife and all the rest? 
"The priest will perish; you will grieve too late: 
"So shall the city-ladies' handsomest 
"Frankest and liberalest gentleman 
"Die for you, to appease a scurvy dog 
"Hanging 's too good for. Is there no escape? 
"Were it not simple Christian charity 
"To warn the priest be on his guard, — save him 
"Assured death, save yourself from causing it? 
"I meet him in the street. Give me a glove, 
"A ring to show for token! Mum's the word!" 

I answered, "If you were, as styled, my maid, 
"I would command you: as you are, you say, 
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"My husband's intimate, — assist his wife 
"Who can do nothing but entreat *Be still!' 
"Even if you speak truth and a crime is planned, 
"Leave help to God as I am forced to do! 
"There is no other course, or we should craze, 
"Seeing such evil with no human cure. 
"Reflect that God, who makes the storm desist, 
"Can make an angry violent heart subside. 
"Why should we venture teach Him governance? 
"Never address me on this subject more!" 

Next night she said, "But I went, all the same, 
" — Ay, saw your Caponsacchi in his house, 
"And come back stufled with news I must outpour. 
"I told him, 'Sir, my mistress is a stone: 
"*Why should you harm her for no good you get? 
"*For you do harm her — prowl about our place 
" *With the Count never distant half the street, 
"'Lurking at every comer, would you look! 
" * 'Tis certain she has witched you with a spell. 
"*Are there not other beauties at your beck? 
"*We all know. Donna This and Monna That 
" *Die for a glance of yours, yet here you gaze! 
"*Go make them grateful, leave the stone its cold!' 
" And he — oh, he turned first white and then red, 
"And then — *To her behest I bow myself, 
"*Whom I love with my body and my soul: 
"'Only, a word i' the bowing! See, I write 
"*One little word, no harm to see or hear! 
"'Then, fear no further!' This is what he wrote. 
"I know you cannot read,— therefore, let me! 
'''My idoir'* .. ., 

Hobert Browning, JV^ S 



114 FROM THE RING AND THE BOOK. 

But I took it from her hand 
And tore it into shreds. "Why join the rest 
"Who harm me? Have I ever done you wrong? 
"People have told me 't is you wrong myself: 
"Let it suffice I either feel no wrong 
"Or else forgive it, — yet you turn my foe! 
"The others hunt me and you throw a noose!*' 

She Dttuttered, "Have your wilful way!" I slept 

Whereupon . . no, I leave my husband out! 
It is not to do him more hurt, I speak. 
Let it suffice, when misery was most, 
One day, I swooned and got a respite so. 
She stooped as I was slowly coming to. 
This Margherita, ever on my trace, 
And whispered — " Caponsacchi ! " 

If I drowned, 
But woke afloat i' the wave with upturned eyes. 
And found their first sight was a star! I turned — 
For the first time, I let her have her will 
Heard passively, — "The imposthume at such head, 
"One touch, one lancet-puncture would relieve, — 
"And still no glance the good physician's way 
"Who rids you of the torment in a trice! 
"Still he writes letters you refuse to hear. 
"He may prevent your husband, kill himself, 
"So desperate and all fordone is he! 
"Just hear the pretty verse he made to-day! 
"A sonnet from Mirtillo. ^Peerless fair . . ,' 
"All poetry is difficult to read, 
" — The senpe of it is, anyhow, he seeks 
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"Leave to contrive you an escape from hell, 
"And for that purpose asks an interview. 
"I can write, I can grant it in your name, 
"Or, what is better, lead you to his house. 
"Your husband dashes you against the stones; 
"This man would place each fragment in a shrine: 
"You hate him, love your husband!" 



I returned, 
"It is not true I love my husband, — no, 
"Nor hate this man. I listen while you speak, 
" — Assured that what you say is false, the same: 
"Much as when once, to me a little child, 
"A rough gaunt man in rags, with eyes on fire, 
"A crowd of boys and idlers at his heels, 
"Rushed as I crossed the Square, and held my head 
"In his two hands, 'Here's she will let me speak! 
" * You little girl, whose eyes do good to mine, 
" *I am the Pope, am Sextus, now the Sixth; 
"*And that Twelfth Innocent, proclaimed to-day, 
"*Is Lucifer disguised in human flesh! 
" *The angels, met in conclave, crowned me ! ' — thus 
"He gibbered and I listened; but I knew 
"All was delusion, ere folks interposed 
"'Unfasten him, the maniac!' Thus I know 
"All your report of Caponsacchi false, 
"Folly or dreaming; I have seen so much 
"By that adventure at the spectacle, 
"The face I fronted that one first, last time: 
"He would belie it by such words and thoughts. 
"Therefore while you profess to show him me, 
"I ever see his own face. Get you gone!" 

8* 
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" — That will I, nor once open mouth again, — 
"No, by Saint Joseph and the Holy Ghost! 
"On your head be the damage, so adieu!" 
And so more days, more deeds I must forget, 
Till . . what a strange thing now is to declare. 
Since I say an)rthing, say all if true ! 
And how my life seems lengthened as to serve! 
It may be idle or inopportune. 
But, true? — why, what was all I said but truth, 
Even when I found that such as are untrue 
Could only take the truth in through a lie? 
Now — I am speaking truth to the Truth's self: 
God will lend credit to my words this time. 



It had got half through April. I arose 
One vivid daybreak, — who had gone to bed 
In the old way my wont those last three years. 
Careless until, the cup drained, I should die. 
The last sound in my ear, the over-night, 
Had been a something let drop on the sly 
In prattle by Margherita, "Soon enough 
"Gaieties end, now Easter's past: a week, 
"And the Archbishop gets him back to Rome, — 
"Everyone leaves the town for Rome, this Spring,- 
"Even Caponsacchi, out of heart and hope, 
"Resigns himself and follows with the flock." 
I heard this drop and drop like rain outside 
Fast-falling through the darkness while she spoke: 
So had I heard with like indifference, 
"And Michael's pair of wings will arrive first 
"At Rome to introduce the company, 
**Will bear him from pur picture where he fights 
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"Satan, — expect to have that dragon loose 

"And never a defender!" — my sole thought 

Being still, as night came, "Done, another day! 

"How good to sleep and so get nearer death!"— 

When, what, first thing at daybreak, pierced the sleep 

With a summons to me? Up I sprang alive. 

Light in me, light without me, everywhere 

Change! A broad yellow sun-beam was let fall 

From heaven to earth, — a sudden drawbridge lay. 

Along which marched a myriad merry motes. 

Mocking the flies that crossed them and recrossed 

In rival dance, companions new-born too. 

On the house-eaves, a dripping shag of weed 

Shook diamonds on each dull grey lattice-square, 

As first one, then another bird leapt by. 

And light was off, and lo was back again. 

Always with one voice, — where are two such joys? — 

The blessed building-sparrow! I stepped fortii, 

Stood on the terrace, — o'er the roofs, such sky! 

My heart sang, "I too am to go away, 

"I too have something I must care about, 

"Carry away with me to Rome, to Rome! 

"The bird brings hither sticks and hairs and wool, 

"And nowhere else i' the world; what fly breaks rank, 

"Falls out of the procession that befits, 

"From window here to window there, with all 

"The world to choose, — so well he knows his course? 

"I have my purpose and my motive too, 

"My march to Rome, like any bird or fly! 

"Had I been dead! How right to be alive! 

"Last night I almost prayed for leave to die, 

"Wished Guido all his pleasure with the sword 

"Or the poison, — poison, sword, was but a trick, 
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"Harmless, may God forgive him the poor jest! 
"My life is charmed, will last till I reach Rome! 
"Yesterday, but for the sin, — ah, nameless be 
"The deed I could have dared against myself! 
"Now — see if I will touch an unripe fruit, 
"And risk the health I want to have and use! 
"Not to live, now, would be the wickedness, — 
"For life means to make haste and go to Rome 
"And leave Arezzo, leave all woes at once!" 

Now, understand here, by no means mistake! 
Long ago had I tried to leave that house 
When it seemed such procedure would stop sin; 
And still failed more the more I tried — at first 
The Archbishop, as I told you, — next, our lord 
The Governor, — indeed I found my way, 
I went to the great palace where he rules, 
Though I knew well 't was he who, — when I gave 
A jewel or two, themselves had given me. 
Back to my parents, — since they wanted bread. 
They who had never let me want a nosegay, — he 
Spoke of the jail for felons, if they kept 
What was first theirs, then mine, so doubly theirs, 
Though all the while my husband's most of all ! 
I knew well who had spoke the word wrought this: 
Yet, being in extremity, I fled 
To the Governor, as I say, — scarce opened lip 
When — the cold cruel snicker close behind — 
Guido was on my trace, already there, 
Exchanging nod and wink for shrug and smile, 
And I — pushed back to him and, for my pains, 
Paid with . . but why remember what is past? 
I sought out a poor friar the people call 
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The Roman, and confessed my sin which came 

Of their fein, — that fact could not be repressed, — 

The frightfulness of my despair in God: 

And, feeling, through the grate, his horror shake, 

Implored him, "Write for me who cannot write, 

"Apprise my parents, make them rescue me! 

"You bid me be courageous and trust God: 

"Do you in turn dare somewhat, trust and write 

" *Dear friends, who used to be my parents once, 

" * And now declare you have no part in me, 

" *This is some riddle I want wit to solve, 

"* Since you must love me with no difference. 

" *Even suppose you altered, — there's your hate, 

" *To ask for: hate of you two dearest ones 

" *I shall find liker love than love found here, 

" *If husbands love their wives. Take me away 

" * And hate me as you do the gnats and fleas, 

"*Even the scorpions! How I shall rejoice!' 

"Write that and save me!" And he promised — wrote 

Or did not write; things never changed at all: 

He was not like the Augustinian here! 

Last, in a desperation I appealed 

To friends, whoever wished me better days, 

To Guillichini, that's of kin,— "What, I— 

"Travel to Rome with you? A flying gout 

"Bids me deny my heart and mind my leg!" 

Then I tried Conti, used to brave — laugh back 

The louring thunder when his cousin scowled 

At me protected by his presence: "You — 

"Who well know what you cannot save me from, — • 

"Carry me off! What frighte;ns you, a priest?" 

He shook his head, looked grave — "Above my strength! 

"Guido has claws that scratch, shows feline teeth; 
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"A formidabler foe than I dare fret: 

"Give me a dog to deal with, twice the size! 

"Of course I am a priest and Canon too, 

"But . . by the bye . . though both, not quite so bold, 

"As he, my fellow-Canon, brother-priest, 

"The personage in such ill odour here 

"Because of the reports — pure birth o' the brain — 

"Our Caponsacchi, he's your true Saint George 

"To slay the monster, set the Princess free, 

"And have the whole High- Altar to himself: 

"I always think so when I see that piece 

"P the Pieve, that's his church and mine, you know: 

"Though you drop eyes at mention of his name!" 

That name had got to take a half-grotesque 

Half-ominous, wholly enigmatic sense. 

Like any bye-word, broken bit of song 

Bom with a meaning, changed by mouth and mouth 

That mix it in a sneer or smile, as chance 

Bids, till it now means nought but ugliness 

And perhaps shame. 

— All this intends to say, 
That, over-night, the notion of escape 
Had seemed distemper, dreaming; and the name, — 
Not the man, but the name of him, thus made 
Into a mockery and disgrace, — why, she 
Who uttered it persistently, had laughed, 
"I name his name, and there you start and wince 
"As criminal from the red tongs' touch!" — yet now. 
Now, as I stood letting mom bathe me bright. 
Choosing which butteiily should bear my news, — 
The white, the brown one, or that tinier blue, — 
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The Margherita, I detested so, 
In she came — "The fine day, the good Spring timet 
"What, up and out at window? That is best. 
"No thought of Caponsacchi? — who stood there 
"All night on one leg, like the sentry crane, 
"Under the pelting of your water-spout — 
"Looked last look at your lattice ere he leave 
"Our city, bury his dead hope at Rome? 
"Ay, go to looking-glass and make you fine, 
"While he may die ere touch one least loose hair 
"You drag at with the comb in such a rage!" 

I turned — "Tell Caponsacchi he may comel" 

"Tell him to come? Ah, but, for charity, 
"A truce to fooling! Come? What, — come this eve? 
"Peter and Paul! But I see through the trick — 
"Yes, come, and take a flower-pot on his head 
"Flung from your terrace! No joke, sincere truth?" 

How plainly I perceived hell flash and fade 
O' the face of her, — the doubt that first paled joy, 
Then, final reassurance I indeed 
Was caught now, never to be free again! 
What did I care? — who felt myself of force 
To play with the silk, and spurn the horsehair- 
springe. 

"But — do you know that I have bid him come, 
"And in your own name? I presumed so much, 
"Knowing the thing you needed in your heart. 
"But somehow — what had I to show in proof? 
**He would not come; half-promised, that was all, 
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"And wrote the letters you refused to read. 
"What is the message that shall move him now? 

"After. the Ave Maria, at first dark, 

"I will be standing on the terrace, say!" 

"I would I had a good long lock of hair 
"Should prove I was not lying! Never mind!" 

Off she went — "May he not refuse, that's all — 
"Fearing a trick!" 

I answered, "He will come." 
And, all day, I sent prayer like incense up 
To God the strong, God the beneficent, 
God ever mindful in all strife and strait, 
Who, for our own good, makes the need extreme. 
Till at the last He puts forth might and saves. 
An old rhyme came into my head and rang 
Of how a virgin, for the faith of God, 
Hid herself, from the Paynims that pursued, 
In a cave's heart; until a thunderstone, 
Wrapped in a flame, revealed the couch and prey: 
And they laughed — "Thanks to lightning, ours at last!" 
And she cried "Wrath of God, assert His love! 
"Servant of God, thou fire, befriend His child!" 
And lo, the fire she grasped at, fixed its flash. 
Lay in her hand a calm cold dreadful sword 
She brandished till pursuers strewed the ground, 
So did the souls within them die away, 
As o'er the prostrate bodies, sworded, safe, 
She walked forth to the solitudes and Christ: 
So should I grasp the lightning and be saved! 
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And still, as the day wore, the trouble grew 

Whereby I guessed there would be born a star, 

Until at an intense throe of the dusk, 

I started up, was pushed, I dare to say, 

Out on the terrace, leaned and looked at last 

Where the deliverer waited me: the same 

Silent and solemn face, I first descried 

At the spectacle, confronted mine once more. 

So was that minute twice vouchsafed me, so 

The manhood, wasted then, was still at watch 

To save me yet a second time: no change 

Here, though all else changed in the changing world! 

I spoke on the instant, as my duty bade. 
In some such sense as this, whatever the phrase. 
"Friend, foolish words were borne from you to me; 
"Your soul behind them is the pure strong wind, 
"Not dust and feathers which its breath may bear: 
"These to the witless seem the wind itself, 
"Since proving thus the first of it they feel. 
"If by mischance you blew offence my way, 
"The straws are dropt, the wind desists no whit, 
"And how such strays were caught up in the street 
"And took a motion from you, why inquire? 
"I speak to the strong soul, no weak disguise. 
"If it be truth, — why should I doubt it truth? — 
"You serve God specially, as priests are bound, 
"And care about me, stranger as I am, 
"So far as wish my good, — that miracle 
"I take to intimate He wills you serve 
"By saving me, — what else can He direct? 
"Here is the service. Since a long while now. 
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"I am in course of being put to death: 
"While death concerned nothing but me, I bowed 
"The head and bade, in heart, my husband strike. 
"Now I imperil something more, it seems, 
"Something that's trulier me than this myself, 
"Something I trust in God and you to save. 
"You go to Rome, they tell me: take me there, 
"Put me back witii my people!*' 

He replied — 
The first word I heard ever from his lips, 
All himself in it, — an eternity 
Of speech, to match the immeasurable depths 
O' the soul that then broke silence — "I am yours." 

So did the star rise, soon to lead my step. 
Lead on, nor pause before it should stand still 
Above the House o' the Babe, — my babe to be. 
That knew me first and thus made me know him. 
That had his right of life and claim on mine. 
And would not let me die till he was born. 
But pricked me at the heart to save us both. 
Saying "Have you the will? Leave God the way!'* 
And the way was Caponsacchi — "mine," thank God! 
He was mine, he is mine, he will be mine. 

No pause i' the leading and the light! I know. 
Next night there was a cloud came, and not he: 
But I prayed through the darkness till it broke 
And let him shine. The second night, he came. 

"The plan is rash; the project desperate: 
"In such a flight needs must I risk your life, 
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"Give food for falsehood, folly or mistake, 

"Ground for your husband's rancour and revenge"— 

So he began again, with the same face. 

I felt that, too, the loyalty — one star 

Turning now red that was so white before — 

One service apprehended newly: just 

A word of mine and there the white was back! 

"No, friend, for you will take mel Tis yourself 
"Risk all, not I, — who let you, for I trust 
"In the compensating great God: enough! 
"I know you: when is it that you will come?" 

"To-morrow at the day's dawn." Then I heard 
What I should do: how to prepare for flight 
And where to fly. 

That night my husband bade 
" — ^You, whom I loathe, beware you break my sleep 
"This whole night! Couch beside me like the corpse 
"I would you were!" The rest you know, I think — 
How I found Caponsacchi and escaped. 

And this man, men call sinner? Jesus Christ! 

Of whom men said, with mouths Thyself mad'st once, 

"He hath a devil" — say he was Thy saint. 

My Caponsacchi! Shield and show — unshroud 

In Thine own time the glory of the soul 

If aught obscure, — if ink-spot, from vile pens 

Scribbling a charge against him — (I was glad 

Then, for the first time, that I could not write) — 

Flirted his way, have flecked the blaze 1 
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For me, 
*Tis otherwise: let men take, sift my thoughts 
— ^Thoughts I throw like the flax for sun to bleach! 
I did think, do think, in the thought shall die, 
That to have Caponsacchi for my guide, 
Ever the face upturned to mine, the hand 
Holding my hand across the world, — a sense 
That reads, as only such can read, the mark 
God sets on woman, signifying so 
She should — shall peradventure — be divine; 
Yet 'ware, the while, how weakness mars the print 
And makes confusion, leaves the thing men see, 
— Not this man, — who from his own soul, re-writes 
The obliterated charter, — love and strength 
Mending what's marred: "So kneels a votarist, 
"Weeds some poor waste traditionary plot 
"Where shrine once was, where temple yet may be, 
"Purging the place but worshipping the while, 
"By faith and not by sight, sight clearest so, — 
"Such way the saints work," — says Don Celestine. 
But I, not privileged to see a saint 
Of old when such walked earth with crown and pahn, 
If I call "saint" what saints call something else — 
The saints must bear with me, impute the fault 
To a soul i' the bud, so starved by ignorance, 
Stinted of warmth, it will not blow this year 
Nor recognize the orb which Spring-flowers know. 
But if meanwhile some insect with a heart 
Worth floods of lazy music, spendthrift joy — 
Some fire-fly renounced Spring for my dwarfed cup, 
Crept close to me with lustre for the dark. 
Comfort against the cold, — what though excess 
Of comfort should miscall the creature — sun? 
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What did the sun to hinder while harsh hands 

Petal by petal, crude and colourless, 

Tore me? This one heart brought me all the Spring! 

Is all told? There's the journey: and where's time 

To tell you how that heart burst out in shine? 

Yet certain points do press on me too hard. 

Each place must have a name, though I forget: 

How strange it was — there where the plain begins 

And the small river mitigates its flow — 

When eve was fading fast, and my soul sank, 

And he divined what surge of bitterness, 

In overtaking me, would float me back 

Whence 1 was carried by the striding day — 

So, — "This grey place was famous once," said he — 

And he began that legend of the place 

As if in answer to the unspoken fear, 

And told me all about a brave man dead, 

Which lifted me and let my soul go on! 

How did he know too, — at that town's approach 

By the rock^side, — that in coming near tiie signs 

Of life, the house-roofs and the church and tower, 

I saw the old boundary and wall o' the world 

Rise plain as ever round me, hard and cold. 

As if the broken circlet joined again, 

Tightened itself about me with no break, — 

As if the town would turn Arezzo's self, — 

The husband there, — the friends my enemies, 

All ranged against me, not an avenue 

I try, but would be blocked and drive me back 

On him, — this other, . . oh the heart in that! 

Did not he find, bring, put into my arms 

A new-born babe? — and I saw faces beam 



128 FROM THE RING AND THE BOOK. 

Of the young mother proud to teach me joy, 

And gossips round expecting my surprise 

At the sudden hole through earth that lets in heaven. 

I could believe himself by his strong will 

Had woven around me what I thought the world 

We went along in, every circumstance, 

Towns, flowers and faces, all things helped so well! 

For, through the journey, was it natural 

Such comfort should arise from first to last? 

As I look back, all is one milky way; 

Still bettered more, the more remembered, so 

Do new stars bud while I but search for old. 

And fill all gaps i' the glory, and grow him — 

Him I now see make the shine everywhere. 

Even at the last when the bewildered flesh. 

The cloud of weariness about my soul 

Clogging too heavily, sucked down all sense, — 

Still its last voice was, "He will watch and care; 

"Let the strength go, I am content: he stays!" 

I doubt not he did stay and care for all — 

From that sick minute when the head swam round. 

And the eyes looked their last and died on him. 

As in his arms he caught me and, you say. 

Carried me in, that tragical red eve. 

And laid me where I next returned to life 

In the other red of morning, two red plates 

That crushed together, crushed the time between, 

And are since then a solid fire to me, — 

When in, my dreadful husband and the world 

Broke, — and I saw him, master, by hell's right, 

And saw my angel helplessly held back 

By guards that helped the malice — the lamb prone, 

The serpent towering and triumphant — then 
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Came all the strength back in a sudden swell; 

I did for once see right, do right, give tongue 

The adequate protest: for a worm must turn 

If it would have its wrong observed by God. 

I did spring up, attempt to thrust aside 

That ice-block 'twixt the sun and me, lay low 

The neutralizer of all good and truth. 

If I sinned so, — never obey voice more 

O' the Just and Terrible, who bids us — "Bearl" 

Not — "Stand by, bear to see my angels bear!" 

I am clear it was on impulse to serve God 

Not save myself, — no — nor my child unborn! 

Had I else waited patiently till now? — 

Who saw my old kind parents, silly-sooth 

And too much trustful, for their worst of faults, 

Cheated, brow-beaten, stripped and starved, cast out 

Into the kennel: I remonstrated. 

Then sank to silence, for, — their woes at end, 

Themselves gone, — only I was left to plague. 

If only I was threatened and belied. 

What matter? I could bear it and did bear; 

It was a comfort, still one lot for all: 

They were not persecuted for my sake 

And I, estranged, the single happy one. 

But when at last, all by myself I stood 

Obeying the clear voice which bade me rise, 

Not for my own sake but my babe unborn. 

And take the angePs hand was sent to help — 

And found the old adversary athwart the path — 

Not my hand simply struck from the angel's, but 

The very angel's self made foul i' the face 

By the fiend who struck there, — that I would not bear, 

That only I resisted! So, my first 
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And last resistance was invincible. 

Prayers move God; threats, and nothing else, move 

men! 
I must have prayed a man as he were God 
When I implored the Governor to right 
My parents' wrongs: the answer was a smile. 
The Archbishop, — did I clasp his feet enough, 
Hide my face hotly on them, while I told 
More than I dared make my own mother know? 
The profit was — compassion and a jest 
This time, the foolish prayers were done with, right 
Used might, and solemnized the sport at once. 
All was against the combat: vantage, mine? 
The runaway avowed, the accomplice-wife, 
In company with the plan-contriving priest? 
Yet, shame thus rank and patent, I struck, bare, 
At foe from head to foot in magic mail. 
And off it withered, cobweb-armoury 
Against the lightning! 'T was truth singed the lies 
And saved me, not the vain sword nor weak speech! 

You see, 1 will not have the service fail! 
I say, the angel saved me: I am safe! 
Others may want and wish, I wish nor want 
One point o' the circle plainer, where I stand 
Traced round about with white to front the world. 
What of the calumny I came across. 
What o* the way to the end? — ^the end crowns all. 
The judges judged aright i' the main, gave me 
The uttermost of my heart's desire, a truce 
From torture and Arezzo, balm for hurt 
With the quiet nuns, — God recompense the good! 
'Who said and sang away the ugly past. 
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And, when my final fortune was revealed, 

What safety while, amid my parents' arms, 

My babe was given me! Yes, he saved my babe: 

It would not have peeped forth, the bird-like thing, 

Through that Arezzo noise and trouble: back 

Had it returned nor ever let me see! 

But the sweet peace cured all, and let me live 

And give my bird the life among the leaves 

God meant him! Weeks and months of quietude, 

I could lie in such peace and learn so much — 

Begin the task, I see how needful now. 

Of understanding somewhat of my past, — 

Know life a little, I should leave so soon. 

Therefore, because this man restored my soul. 

All has been right; I have gained my gain, enjoyed 

As well as suffered, — nay, got foretaste too 

Of better life beginning where this ends — 

All through the breathing-while allowed me thus, 

Which let good premonitions reach my soul 

Unthwarted, and benignant influence flow 

And interpenetrate and change my heart, 

Uncrossed by what was wicked, — nay, unkind. 

For, as the weakness of my time drew nigh. 

Nobody did me one disservice more. 

Spoke coldly or looked strangely, broke the love 

I lay in the arms of, till my boy was bom. 

Born all in love, witli nought to spoil the bliss 

A whole long fortnight: in a life like mine 

A fortnight filled with bliss is long and much.. 

All women are not mothers of a boy. 

Though they live twice the length of my whole life. 

And, as they fancy, happily all the same. 

There I lay, then, all my great fortnight long, 

9' 
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As if it would continue, broaden out 
Happily more and more, and lead to heaven: 
Christmas before me, — was not that a chance? 
I never realized God's birth before — 
How he grew likest God in being born. 
This time I felt like Mary, had my babe 
Lying a little on my breast like hers. 
So all went on till, just four days ago — • 
The night and the tap. 

O it shall be success 
To the whole of our poor family! My friends 
. . Nay, father and mother, — give me back my word! 
They have been rudely stripped of life, disgraced 
Like children who must needs go clothed too fine, 
Carry the garb of Carnival in Lent: 
If they too much affected frippery. 
They have been punished and submit themselves, 
Say no word: all is over, they see God 
Who will not be extreme to mark their fault 
Or He had granted respite: they are safe. 

For that most woeful man my husband once. 
Who, needing respite, still draws vital breath, 
I — pardon him? So far as lies in me, 
I give him for his good the life he takes. 
Praying the world will therefore acquiesce. 
Let him make God amends, — none, none to me 
Who thank him rather that, whereas strange fate 
Mockingly styled him husband and me wife. 
Himself this way at least pronounced divorce. 
Blotted the marriage-bond: this blood of mine 
Flies forth exultingly at any door, 
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Washes the parchment white, and thanks the blow. 

We shall not meet in this world nor the next, 

But where will God be absent? In His face 

Is light, but in His shadow healing too: 

Let Guido touch the shadow and be healed! 

And as my presence was importunate, — 

My earthly good, temptation and a snare, — 

Nothing about me but drew somehow down 

His hate upon me, — somewhat so excused 

Therefore, since hate was thus the truth of him, — 

May my evanishment for evermore 

Help further to relieve the heart that cast 

Such object of its natural loathing forth! 

So he was made; he nowise made himself: 

I could not love him, but his mother did. 

His soul has never lain beside my soul; 

But for the unresisting body, — thanks! 

He burned that garment spotted by the flesh! 

Whatever he touched is rightly ruined: plague 

It caught, and disinfection it had craved 

Still but for Guido; I am saved through him 

So as by fire; to him — thanks and farewell! 

Even for my babe, my boy, there's safety thence — 

From the sudden death of me, I mean: we poor 

Weak souls, how we endeavour to be strong! 

I was already using up my life, — 

This portion, now, should do him such a good, 

This other go to keep off such an ill! 

The great life; see, a breath and it is gone! 

So is detached, so left all by itself 

The little life, the fact which means so much. 

Shall not God stoop the kindlier to His work, 
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His marvel of creation, foot would crush, 
Now that the hand He trusted to receive 
And hold it, lets the treasure fall perforce? 
The better; He shall have in orphanage 
His own way all the clearlier: if my babe 
Outlive the hour — and he has lived two weeks — 
It is through God who knows I am not by. 
Who is it makes the soft gold hair turn black, 
And sets the tongue, might lie so long at rest. 
Trying to talk? Let us leave God alone! 
Why should I doubt He will explain in time 
What I feel now, but fail to find the words? 
My babe nor was, nor is, nor yet shall be 
Count Guido Franceschini's child at all — 
Only his mother's, bom of love not hate! 
So shall I have my rights in after-time. 
It seems absurd, impossible to-day; 
So seems so much else not explained but known. 

Ah! Friends, I thank and bless you every one! 
No more now: I withdraw from earth and man 
To my own soul, compose myself for God. 

Well, and there is more! Yes, my end of breath 

Shall bear away my soul in being true! 

He is still here, not outside with the world. 

Here, here, I have him in his rightful place! 

T is now, when I am most upon the move, 

I feel for what I verily find — again 

The face, again the eyes, again, through all, 

The heart and its immeasurable love 

Of my one friend, my only, all my own. 

Who put his breast between the spears and me. 
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Ever with Caponsacchi! Otherwise 
Here alone would be failure, loss to me — 
How much more loss to him, with life debarred 
From giving life, love locked from love's display, 
The day-star stopped its task that makes night mom! 

lover of my life, O soldier-saint. 

No work begun shall ever pause for death! 

Love will be helpful to me more and more 

F the coming course, the new path I must tread, 

My weak hand in thy strong hand, strong for that! 

Tell him that if I seem without him now. 

That's the world's insight! Oh, he understands! 

He is at Civita — do I once doubt 

The world again is holding us apart? 

He had been here, displayed in my behalf 

The broad brow that reverberates the truth. 

And flashed the word God gave him, back to man! 

1 know where the free soul is flown! My fate 
Will have been hard for even him to bear: 
Let it confirm him in the trust of God, 
Showing how holily he dared the deed! 

And, for the rest, — say, from the deed, no touch 
Of harm came, but all good, all happiness. 
Not one faint fleck of failure! Why explain? 
What I see, oh, he sees and how much more! 
Tell him, — I know not wherefore the true word 
Should fade and fall unuttered at the last — 
It was the name of him I sprang to meet 
When came the knock, the summons and the end. 
"My great heart, my strong hand are back again!" 
1 would have sprung to these, beckoning across 
Murder and hell gigantic and distinct 
O' the threshold, posted to exclude me heaven: 
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He is ordained to call and I to come! 

Do not the dead wear flowers when dressed for God? 

Say, — I am all in flowers from head to foot! 

Say, — not one flower of all he said and did, 

Might seem to flit unnoticed, fade unknown. 

But dropped a seed has grown a balsam-tree 

Whereof the blossoming perfumes the place 

At this supreme of moments! He is a priest; 

He cannot marry therefore, which is right: 

I think he would not marry if he could. 

Marriage on earth seems such a counterfeit. 

Mere imitation of the inimitable: 

In heaven we have the real and true and sure. 

'T is there they neither marry nor are given 

In marriage but are as the angels: right. 

Oh how right that is, how like Jesus Christ 

To say that! Marriage-making for the earth. 

With gold so much, — birth, power, repute so much, 

Or beauty, youth so much, in lack of these ! 

Be as the angels rather, who, apart. 

Know themselves into one, are found at length 

Married, but marry never, no, nor give 

In marriagQj they are man and wife at once 

When the true time is: here we have to wait 

Not so long neither! Could we by a wish 

Have what we will and get the future now. 

Would we wish aught done undone in the past? 

So, let him wait God's instant men call years; 

Meantime hold hard by truth and his great soul, 

Do out the duty! Through such souls alone 

God stooping shows sufficient of His light 

For us i' the dark to rise by. And I rise» 
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WANTING IS— WHAT? 

Wai^ting is — ^what? 

Summer redundant, 

Blueness abundant, 

— ^Where is the spot? 

Beamy the world, yet a blank all the same, 

—Framework which waits for a picture to frame: 

What of the leafage, what of the flower? 

Roses embowering with nought they embower] 

Come then, complete incompletion, O comer, 

Pant through the blueness, perfect the summer! 

Breathe but one breath 

Rose-beauty above, 

And all that was death 

Grows life, grows love, 

Grows love! 
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DONALD. 

"Will you hear my story also, 

— Huge Sport, brave adventure in plenty?" 
The boys were a band from Oxford, 

The oldest of whom was twenty. 



The bothy we held carouse in 
Was bright with fire and candle; 

Tale followed tale like a merry-go-round 
Whereof Sport turned the handle. 



In our eyes and noses— turf-smoke: 
In our ears a tune from the trivet, 

Whence "Boiling, boiling," the kettle sang, 
"And ready for fresh Glenlivet" 



So, feat capped feat, with a vengeance: 
Truths, though, — the lads were loyal: 

"Grouse, five score brace to the bag! 
Peer, ten hours' st^lk of the Royal!" 
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Of boasting, not one bit, boys! 

Only there seemed to settle 
Somehow above your curly heads, 

— Plain through the singing kettle, 

Palpable through the cloud. 
As each new-puffed Havanna 

Rewarded the teller's well-told tale, — 
This vaunt **To Sport — Hosanna! 

"Hunt, fish, shoot. 

Would a man fulfil life's duty! 
Not to the bodily frame alone 

Does Sport give strength and beauty, 

"But character gains in — courage? 

Ay, Sir, and much beside it! 
You don't sport, more's the pity: 

You soon would find, if you tried it, 

"Good sportsman means good fellow, 
Sound-hearted he, to the centre; 

Your mealy-mouthed mild milksops 
— There's where the rot can enter! 



"There's where the dirt will breed. 
The shabbiness Sport would banish! 

Oh no. Sir, no! In your honoured case 
All such objections vanish, 
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"'T is known how hard you studied: 
A Double-First — what, the jigger! 

Give me but half your Latin and Greek, 
Fll never again touch trigger I 

"Still, tastes are tastes, allow me! 

Allow, too, where there's keenness 
For Sport, there's little likelihood 

Of a man's displaying meanness!" 

So, put on my mettle, I interposed. 

"Will you hear my story?" quoth I. 
"Never mind how long since it happed, 

I sat, as we sit, in a bothy; 

"With as merry a band of mates, too, 

Undergrads all on a level: 
(One's a Bishop, one's gone to the Bench, 

And one's gone — well, to the Devil.) 

"When, lo, a scratching and tapping I 

In hobbled a ghastly visitor. 
Listen to just what he told us himself 

— No need of our playing inquisitor!" 
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Do you happen to know in Ross-shire 

Mount . . . Ben . . . but the name scarce matters: 
Of the naked fact I am sure enough, 

Though I clothe it in rags and tatters. 

You may recognise Ben by description; 

Behind him — a moor's immenseness: 
Up goes the middle mount of a range, 

Fringed with its firs in denseness. 

Rimming the edge, its fir-fringe, mind! 

For an edge there is, though narrow; 
From end to end of the range, a stripe 

Of path runs straight as an arrow. 

And the mountaineer who takes that path 

Saves himself miles of journey 
He has to plod if he crosses the moor 

Through heather, peat and bumie. 

But a mountaineer he needs must be, 

For, look you, right in the middle 
Projects bluff Ben — ^with an end in ich — 

Why planted there, is a riddle: 

Since all Ben's brothers little and big 
Keep rank, set shoulder to shoulder, 

And only this burliest out must bulge 
Till it seems— to the beholder 
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From down in the gully, — as if Ben's breast, 

To a sudden spike diminished, 
Would signify to the boldest foot 

"All further passage finished!" 

Yet the mountaineer who sidles on 

And on to the very bending, 
Discovers, if heart and brain be proof, 

No necessary ending. 

Foot up, foot down, to the turn abrupt 

Having trod, he, there arriving. 
Finds — what he took for a point was breadth, 

A mercy of Nature's contriving. 

So, he rounds what, when 't is reached, proves 
straight, 

From one side gains the other: 
The wee path widens — resume the march, 

And he foils you, Ben my brother! 

But Donald — (that name, 1 hope, will do) — 

I wrong him if I call "foiling" 
The tramp of the callant, whistling the while 

As blithe as our kettle's boiling. 

He had dared the danger from boyhood up. 
And now, — when perchance was waiting 

A lass at the brig below, — 'twixt mount 
And moor would he stand debating? 
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Moreover this Donald was twenty-five, 

A glory of bone and muscle : 
Did a fiend dispute the right of way, 

Donald would try a tussle. 

Lightsomely marched he out of the broad 

On to the narrow and narrow; 
A step more, rounding the angular rock, 

Reached the front straight as an arrow. 

He stepped it, safe on the ledge he stood, 

When — whom found he full-facing? 
What fellow in courage and wariness too. 

Had scouted ignoble pacing. 

And left low safety to timid mates, 
And made for the dread dear danger, 

And gained the height where — who could guess 
He would meet with a rival ranger? 

'T was a gold-red stag that stood and stared. 

Gigantic and magnific. 
By the wonder — ay, and the peril — struck 

Intelligent and pacific: 

For a red deer is no fallow deer 

Grown cowardly through park- feeding; 

He batters you like a thunderbolt 
If you brave his haunts unheeding. 

liQberf Broivning' IV, '0 
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I doubt he could hardly perform volte-face 

Had valour advised discretion: 
You may walk on a rope, but to turn on a rope 

No Blondin makes profession. 

Yet Donald must turn, would pride permit. 

Though pride ill brooks retiring: 
Each eyed each — mute man, motionless beast — 

Less fearing than admiring. 

These are the moments when quite new sense. 

To meet some need as novel, 
Springs up in the brain: it inspired resource: 

— "Nor advance nor retreat but — grovel!" 

And slowly, surely, never a whit 

Relaxing the steady tension 
Of eye-stare which binds man to beast, — 

By an inch and inch declension. 

Sank Donald sidewise down and down: 

Till flat, breast upwards, lying 
At his six-foot length, no corpse more still, 

— "If he cross me! The trick 's worth trying." 

Minutes were an eternity; 

But a new sense was created 
In the stag's brain too; he resolves! Slow, sure, 

With eye-stare unabated, 
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Feelingly he extends a foot 

Which tastes the way ere it touches 
Earth's solid and just escapes man's soft, 

Nor hold of the same unclutches 



Till its fellow foot, light as a feather whisk. 

Lands itself no less finely: 
So a mother removes a ily from the face 

Of her babe asleep supinely. 

And now 't is the haunch and hind foot's turn 
— That's hard: can the beast quite raise it? 

Yes, traversing half the prostrate length. 
His hoof-tip does not graze it 

Just one more lift! But Donald, you see, 

Was sportsman first, man after: 
A fancy lightened his caution through, 

— He well-nigh broke into laughter: 

"It were nothing short of a miracle! 

Unrivalled, unexampled — 
All sporting feats with this feat matched 

Were down and dead and trampled!" 

The last of the legs as tenderly 

Follows the rest: or never 
Or now is the time! His knife in reach, 

And his right-hand loose — how clever! 

io» 
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For this can stab up the stomach's soft, 
While the left-hand grasps the pastern. 

A rise on the elbow, and — now 's the time 
Or never: this turn 's the last turn! 



I shall dare to place myself by God 

Who scanned — for He does — each feature 

Of the face thrown up in appeal to Him 
By the agonizing creature. 

Nay, I hear plain words: "Thy gift brings this!" 

Up he sprang, back he staggered. 
Over he fell, and with him our friend 

— At following game no laggard. 

Yet he was not dead when they picked next day 
From the gully's depth the wreck of him; 

His fall had been stayed by the stag beneath 
Who cushioned and saved the neck of him. 



But the rest of his body — why, doctors said. 
Whatever could break was broken; 

Legs, arms, ribs, all of him looked like a toast 
In a tumbler of port-wine soaken. 

"That your life is left you, thank the stag!" 
Said they when — the slow cure ended — 

They opened the hospital-door, and thence 
— Strapped, spliced, main fractures mended, 
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And minor damage left wisely alone, — 
Like an old shoe clouted and cobbled, 

Out — what went in a Goliath well-nigh, — 
Some half of a David hobbled. 



"You must ask an alms from house to house: 

Sell the stag's head for a bracket. 
With its grand twelve tines — I'd buy it myself — 

And use the skin for a jacket!" 

He was wiser, made both head and hide 
His win-penny: hands and knees on. 

Would manage to crawl — poor crab — by the roads 
In the misty stalking-season. 

And if he discovered a bothy like this, 
Why, harvest was sure: folks listened. 

He told his tale to the lovers of Sport: 

Lips twitched, cheeks glowed, eyes glistened. 

And when he had come to the close, and spread 

His spoils for the gazers' wonder. 
With "Gentlemen, here's the skull of the stag 

I was over, thank God, not under!" — 

The company broke out in applause; 

"By Jingo, a lucky cripple! 
Have a munch of grouse and a hunk of bread, 

And a tug, besides, at our tipple!" 
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And "There's my pay for your pluck!" cried This, 

"And mine for your jolly story!" 
Cried That, while 'T other — but he was drunk — 

Hicupped "A trump, a Tory!" 

I hope I gave twice as much as the rest; 

For, as Homer would say, "within grate 
Though teeth kept tongue," my whole soul growled 

" Rightly rewarded, — Ingrate ! " 
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LA SAISIAZ. 
A. £. S. September 14, 1877. 

Dared and done: at last I stand upon the summit, 
Dear and True! 

Singly dared and done; the climbing both of us were 
bound to do. 

Petty feat and yet prodigious: every side my glance 
was bent 
\ O'er the grandeur and the beauty lavished through the 

whole ascent. 

Ledge by ledge, out broke new marvels, now minute 
and now immense: 

Earth's most exquisite disclosure, heaven's own God 
in evidence! 

And no berry in its hiding, no blue space in its out- 
spread. 

Pleaded to escape my footstep, challenged my emerg- 
ing head, 

(As I climbed or paused from climbing, now o'er- 
branched by shrub and tree. 

Now built round by rock and boulder, now at just a 
turn set free, 

Stationed face to face with — Nature? rather with In- 
finitude) 
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— No revealment of them all, as singly I my path 

pursued, 
But a bitter touched its sweetness, for the thought 

stung "Even so 
Both of us had loved and wondered just the same, five 

days ago!" 
Five short days, sufficient hardly to entice, from out its 

den 
Splintered in the slab, this pink perfection of the 

cyclamen; 
Scarce enough to heal and coat with amber gum the 

sloe- tree's gash, 
Bronze the clustered wilding apple, redden ripe the 

mountain-ash: 
Yet of might to place between us — Oh the barrier! 

Yon Profound 
Shrinks beside it, proves a pin-point: barrier this, with- 
out a bound! 
Boundless though it be, I reach you: somehow seem 

to have you here 
— Who are there. Yes, there you dwell now, plain 

the four low walls appear; 
Those are vineyards, they enclose from; and the little 

spire which points 
— That's Collonge, henceforth your dwelling! All the 

same, howe'er disjoints 
Past from present, no less certain you are here, not 

there: have dared, 
Done the feat of mountain- climbing, — five days since, 

we both prepared 
Daring, doing, arm in arm, if other help should haply 

fail. 
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For you asked, as forth we sallied to see sunset from 

the vale, 
"Why not try for once the mountain, — take a foretaste, 

snatch by stealth 
Sight and sound, some unconsidered fragment of the 

hoarded wealth? 
Six weeks at its base, yet never once have we together 

won 
Sight or sound by honest climbing: let us two have 

dared and done 
Just so much of twilight journey as may prove to- 
morrow's jaunt 
Not the only mode of wayfare — wheeled to reach the 

eagle's haunt!" 
So, we turned from the low grass-path you were 

pleased to call "your own," 
Set our faces to the rose-bloom o'er the summit's front 

of stone 
Where Sal^ve obtains, from Jura and the sunken sun 

she hides. 
Due return of blushing "Good Night," rosy as a bome- 

off bride's, 
For his masculine "Good Morrow" when, with sunrise 

still in hold. 
Gay he hails her, and, magnific, thrilled her black 

length burns to gold. 
Up and up we went, how careless — nay, how joyous! 

All was new, 
All was strange. "Call progress toilsome? that were 

just insulting you! 
How the trees must temper noontide ! Ah, the thicket's 

sudden break! 
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What will be the morning glory, when at dusk thus 

gleams the lake? 
Light by light puts forth Geneva: what a land — and, 

of the land, 
Can there be a lovelier station than this spot where 

now we stand? 
Is it late, and wrong to linger? True, to-morrow makes 

amends. 
Toilsome progress? child's play, call it — specially when 

one descends! 
There, the dread descent is over — hardly our adven- 
ture, though! 
Take the vale where late we left it, pace the grass- 
path, *mine,' you know! 
Proud completion of achievement!" And we paced it, 

praising still 
That soft tread on velvet verdure as it wound through 

hill and hill; 
And at very end there met us, coming from CoUonge, 

the pair 
— All our people of the Chalet — two, enough and none 

to spare. 
So, we made for home together, and we reached it as 

the stars 
One by one came lamping — chiefly that prepotency of 

Mars — 
And your last word was "I owe you this enjoyment!" 

— met with "Nay: 
With yourself it rests to have a month of morrows like 

to-day!" 
Then the meal, with talk and laughter, and the news 

of that rare nook 
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Yet untroubled by the tourist, touched on by no travel- 
book, 
All the same — though latent — patent, hybrid birth of 

land and sea, 
And (our travelled friend assured you) — if such miracle 

might be — 
Comparable for completeness of both blessings — all 

around 
Nature, and, inside her circle, safety from world's sight 

and sound — 
Comparable to our Saisiaz. "Hold it fast and guard 

it well! 
Go and see and vouch for certain, then come back 

and never tell 
Living soul but us; and haply, prove our sky from 

cloud as clear, 
There may we four meet, praise fortune just as now, 

another year!" 
Thus you charged him on departure: not without the 

final charge 
"Mind to-morrow's early meeting! We must leave our 

journey marge 
Ample for the wayside wonders: there's the stoppage 

at the inn 
Three-parts up the mountain, where the hardships of% 

the track begin; 
There's the convent worth a visit; but, the triumph 

crowning all — 
There's Sal^ve's own platform facing glory which strikes 

greatness small, 
— Blanc, supreme above his earth-brood, needles red 

and white and green, 
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Horns of silver, fangs of crystal set on edge in his 

demesne. 
So, some three weeks since, we saw them: so, to-morrow 

we intend 
You shall see them likewise; therefore Good Night till 

to-morrow, friend!" 
Last, the nothings that extinguish embers of a vivid 

day: 
"What might be the Marshal's next move, what Gam- 

betta's counter-play" 
Till the landing on the staircase saw escape the latest 

spark: 
"Sleep you well!" "Sleep but as well, you!" — lazy 

love quenched, all was dark. 



Nothing dark next day at sundawn! Up I rose and 

forth I fared: 
Took my plunge within the bath-pool, pacified the 

watch-dog scared. 
Saw proceed the transmutation — Jura's black to one 

gold glow. 
Trod your level path that let me drink the morning 

deep and slow, 
Reached the little quarry — ravage recompensed by 

shrub and fern- 
Till the overflowing ardours told me time was for 

return. 
So, return I did, and gaily. But, for once, from no far 

mound 
Waved salute a tall white figure. "Has her sleep been 

so profound? 
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Foresight, rather, prudent saving strength for da/s 

expenditure ! 
Ay, the chamber- window's open: out and on the ter- 
race, sure!" 
No, the terrace showed no figure, tall, white, leaning 

through the wreaths. 
Tangle-twine of leaf and bloom that intercept the air 

one breathes, 
Interpose between one's love and Nature's loving, hill 

and dale 
Down to where the blue lake's wrinkle marks the 

river's inrush pale 
— Mazy Arve: whereon no vessel but goes sliding 

white and plain, 
Not a steam-boat pants from harbour but one hears 

pulsate amain. 
Past the city's congregated peace of homes and pomp 

of spires 
— Man's mild protest that there's something more than 

Nature, man requires, 
And that, useful as is Nature to attract the tourist's 

foot, 
Quiet slow sure money-making proves the matter's 

very root, — 
Need for body, — ^while the spirit also needs a comfort 

reached 
By no help of lake or mountain, but the texts whence 

Calvin preached. 
"Here's the veil withdrawn from landscape: up to Jura 

and beyond. 
All awaits us ranged and ready; yet she violates the 

bond, 
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Neither leans nor looks nor listens: why is this?" A 

turn of eye 
Took the whole sole answer, gave the undisputed 

reason "why!" 
This dread way you had your summons! No premoni- 
tory touch, 
As you talked and laughed ('t is told me) scarce a 

minute ere the clutch 
Captured you in cold forever. Cold? nay, warm you 

were as life 
When I raised you, while the others used, in passionate 

poor strife. 
All the means that seemed to promise any aid, and all 

in vain. 
Gone you were, and I shall never see that earnest face 

again ^ 

Grow transparent, grow transfigured with the sudden 

light that leapt. 
At the first word's provocation, from the heart-deeps 

where it slept. 
Therefore, paying piteous duty, what seemed you have 

we consigned 
Peacefully to — ^what I think were, of all earth-beds, to 

your mind 
Most the choice for quiet, yonder: low walls stop the 

vines' approach, 
Lovingly Sal^ve protects you; village-sports will ne'er 

encroach 
On the stranger lady's silence, whom friends bore so 

kind and well 
Thither "just for love's sake," — such their own word 

was: and who can tell? 
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You supposed that few or none had known and loved 

you in the world: 
May be! flower that's full-blown tempts the butterfly, 

not flower that's furled. 
But more learned sense unlocked you, loosed the sheath 

and let expand 
Bud to bell and outspread flower-shape at the least 

warm touch of hand 
— May be, throb of heart, beneath which, — quickening 

farther than it knew, — 
Treasure ofl; was disembosomed, scent all strange and 

unguessed hue. 
Disembosomed, re-embosomed, — must one memory suf- 
fice. 
Prove I knew an Alpine-rose which all beside named 

Edelweiss? 



Rare thing, red or white, you rest now: two days slum- 
bered through; and since 
One day more will see me rid of this same scene 

whereat I wince. 
Tetchy at all sights and sounds and pettish at each 

idle charm 
Proffered me who pace now singly where we two went 

arm in arm, — 
I have turned upon my weakness: asked "And what, 

forsooth, prevents 
That, this latest day allowed me, I fulfil of her 

intents 
One she had the most at heart — that we should thus 

again survey 
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From Salive Mont Blanc together?" Therefore, — dared 

and done to-day 
Climbing, — here I stand: but you — where? 

If a spirit of the place 
Broke the silence, bade me question, promised answer, 

— what disgrace 
Did I stipulate "Provided answer suit my hopes, not 

fears!" 
Would I shrink to learn my life-time's limit — days, 

weeks, months or years? 
Would I shirk assurance on each point whereat I can 

but guess — 
"Does the soul survive the body? Is there God's self, 

no or yes?" 
If I know my mood, 't were constant — come in what- 

so'er uncouth 
Shape it should, nay, formidable — so the answer were 

but truth. 

Well, and wherefore shall it daunt me, when 't is I 

myself am tasked. 
When, by weakness weakness questioned, weakly 

answers — weakly asked? 
Weakness never needs be falseness: truth is truth in 

each degree 
— Thunderpealed by God to Nature, whispered by my 

soul to me. 
Nay, the weakness turns to strength and triumphs in 

a truth beyond: 
'*Mine is but man's truest answer — how were it did 

God respond?" 
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I shall no more dare to mimic such response in futile 

speech, 
Pass off human lisp as echo of the sphere-song out of 

reach, 
Than, — because it well may happen yonder, where the 

far snows blanch 
Mute Mont Blanc, that who stands near them sees and 

hears an avalanche, — 
I shall pick a clod and throw, — cry "Such the sight 

and such the sound! 
What though I nor see nor hear them? Others do, the 

proofs abound!" 
Can I make my eye an eagle's, sharpen ear to recog- 
nize 
Sound o'er league and league of silence? Can I know, 

who but surmise? 
If I dared no self-deception when, a week since, I and 

you 
Walked and talked along the grass-path, passing lightly 

in review 
What seemed hits and what seemed misses in a certain 

fence-play, — strife 
Sundry minds of mark engaged in "On the Soul and 

Future Life,"— 
If I ventured estimating what was come of parried 

thrust. 
Subtle stroke, and, rightly, wrongly, estimating could 

be just 
— ^Just, though life so seemed abundant in the form 

which moved by mine, 
I might well have played at feigning, fooling, — laughed 

"What need opine 

Jiobtrt Browning, IV* J I 
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Pleasure must succeed to pleasure else past pleasure 

turns to pain, 
And this first life claims a second, else I count its good 

no gain?" — 
Much less have I heart to palter when the matter to 

decide 
Now becomes "Was ending ending once and always, 

when you died?" 
Did the face, the form I lifted as it lay, reveal the 

loss 
Not alone of life but soul? A tribute to yon flowers 

and moss. 
What of you remains beside? A memory! Easy to 

attest 
"Certainly from out the world that one believes who 

knew her best 
Such was good in her, such fair, which fair and good 

were great perchance 
Had but fortune favored, bidden each shy faculty 

advance; 
After all — who knows another? Only as I know, I 

speak." 
So much of you lives within me while I live my year 

or week. 
Then my fellow takes the tale up, not unwilling to 

aver 
Duly in his turn "I knew him best of all, as he knew 

her; 
Such he was, and such he was not, and such other 

might have been 
But that somehow every actor, somewhere in this earthly 

scene. 
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¥aaiaJ* And so both memories dwindle, yours and 

mine together linked, 
Till there is but left for comfort, when the last spark 

proves extinct, 
This — that somewhere new existence led by men and 

women new 
Possibly attains perfection coveted by me and you; 
While ourselves, the only witness to what work our life 

evolved. 
Only to ourselves proposing problems proper to be solved 
By ourselves alone, — who working ne'er shall know if 

work bear fruit 
Others reap and gamer, heedless how produced by 

stalk and root, — 
We who, darkling, timed the day's birth, — struggling, 

testified to peace, — 
Earned, by dint of failure, triumph, — ^we, creative 

thought, must cease 
In created word, thought's echo, due to impulse long 

since sped! 
Why repine? There's ever someone lives although our- 
selves be dead! 
Well, what signifies repugnance? Truth is truth howe'er 

it strike. 
Fair or foul the lot apportioned life on earth, we bear 

alike. 
Stalwart body idly yoked to stunted spirit, powers, that 

fain 
Else would soar, condemned to grovel, groundlings 

through the fleshly chain, — 
Help that hinders, hindrance proved but help disguised 
when all too late, — 

II* 
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Hindrance is the fact acknowledged, howso'er explained 

as Fate, 
Fortune, Providence: we bear, own life a burthen more 

or less. 
Life thus owned unhappy, is there supplemental happi- 
ness 
Possible and probable in life to come? or must we 

count 
Life a curse and not a blessing, summed-up in its 

whole amount. 
Help and hindrance, joy and sorrow? 

Why should I want courage here? 
I will ask and have an answer, — with no favour, with 

no fear, — 
From myself. How much, how little, do I inwardly 

believe 
True that controverted doctrine? Is it fact to which I 

cleave. 
Is it fancy I but cherish, when I take upon my 

lips 
Phrase the solemn Tuscan fashioned, and declare the 

soul's eclipse 
Not the soul's extinction? take his "I believe and I 

declare — 
Certain am I — from this life I pass into a better, 

there 
Where that lady lives of whom enamoured was my soul" 

— where this 
Other lady, my companion dear and true, she also is? 

I have questioned and am answered. Question, answer 
presuppose 
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Two points: that the thing itself which questions, 

answers, — is, it knows; 
As it also knows the thing perceived outside itself, — a 

force 
Actual ere its own beginning, operative through its 

course, 
Unaffected by its end, — that this thing likewise needs 

must be; 
Call this — God, then, call that — soul, and both — ^the 

only facts for me. 
Prove them facts? that they o'erpass my power of 

proving, proves them such: 
Fact it is I know I know not something which is fact 

as much. 
What before caused all the causes, what effect of all 

effects 
Haply follows, — these are fancy. Ask the rush if it 

suspects 
Whence and how the stream which floats it had a rise, 

and where and how 
Falls or flows on still! What answer makes the rush 

except that now 
Certainly it floats and is, and, no less certain than 

itself, 
Is the everyway external stream that now through shoal 

and shelf 
Floats it onward, leaves it — may be — ^wrecked at last, 

or lands on shore 
There to root again and grow and flourish stable 

evermore. 
— May be! mere surmise not knowledge: much con- 
jecture styled belief, 
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What the rush conceives the stream means through the 

voyage blind and brief. 
Why, because I doubtless am, shall I as doubtless be? 

"Because 
God seems good and wise." Yet under this our life's 

apparent laws 
Reigns a wrong which, righted once, would give quite 

other laws to life. 
"He seems potent" Potent here, then: why are right 

and wrong at strife? 
Has in life the wrong the better? Happily life ends 

so soon! 
Right predominates in life? Then why two lives and 

double boon? 
"Anyhow, we want it: wherefore want?" Because, with- 
out the want, 
Life, now human, would be brutish: just that hope, 

however scant, 
Makes the actual life worth leading; take the hope 

therein away. 
All we have to do is surely not endure another 

day. 
This life has its hopes for this life, hopes that promise 

joy: life done — 
Out of all the hopes, how many had complete fulfilment? 

none. 
"But the soul is not the body:" and the breath is not 

the flute; 
Both together make the music: either marred and all 

is mute. 
Truce to such old sad contention whence, according 

as we shape 
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Most of hope or most of fear, we issue in a half-escape: 
"We believe" is sighed. I take the cup of comfort 

proffered thus, 
Taste and try each soft ingredient, sweet infusion, and 

discuss 
What their blending may accomplish for the cure of 

doubt, till — slow. 
Sorrowful, but how decided! needs must I o'ertum 

it — so ! 
Cause before, effect behind me — blanks! The midway 

point I am. 
Caused, itself — itself efficient: in that narrow space 

must cram 
All experience — out of which there crowds conjecture 

manifold. 
But, as knowledge, this comes only — things may be as 

I behold. 
Or may not be, but, without me and above me, things 

there are; 
I myself am what I know not — ignorance which proves 

no bar 
To the knowledge that I am, and, since I am, can 

recognize 
What to me is pain and pleasure: this is sure, the 

rest — surmise. 
If my fellows are or are not, what may please them 

and what pain, — 
Mere surmise: my own experience — that is knowledge, 

once again! 

I have lived, then, done and suffered, loved and hated, 
learnt and taught 
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This — there is no reconciling wisdom with a world 

distraught, 
Goodness with triumphant evil, power with failure in 

the aim, 
If — (to my own sense, remember! though none other 

feel the same!)— 
If you bar me from assuming earth to be a pupil's 

place. 
And life, time, — with all their chances, changes, — ^just 

probation-space, 
Mine, for me. But those apparent other mortals — 

theirs, for them? 
Knowledge stands on my experience: all outside its 

narrow hem. 
Free surmise may sport and welcome! Pleasures, pains 

affect mankind 
Just as they affect myself? Why, here's my neighbour 

colour-blind, 
Eyes like mine to all appearance: "green as grass" do 

I affirm? 
"Red as grass" he contradicts me — which employs the 

proper term? 
Were we two the earth's sole tenants, with no third for 

referee, 
How should I distinguish? Just so, God must judge 

'twixt man and me. 
To each mortal peradventure earth becomes a new 

machine. 
Pain and pleasure no more tally in our sense than red 

and green; 
Still, without what seems such mortal's pleasure, pain, 

my life were lost 



/ 
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— Life, my whole sole chance to prove — although at 
man's apparent cost — 

What is beauteous and what ugly, right to strive for, 
right to shun, 

Fit to help and fit to hinder, — prove my forces everyone. 

Good and evil, — learn life's lesson, hate of evil, love 
of good. 

As 't is set me, understand so much as may be under- 
stood — 

Solve the problem: "From thine apprehended scheme 
of things, deduce 

Praise or blame of its contriver, shown a niggard or 
profuse 

In each good or evil issue! nor miscalculate alike 

Counting one the other in the final balance, which to 
strike. 

Soul was born and life allotted: ay, the show of things 
unfurled 

For thy summing-up and judgment, — thine, no other 
mortal's world!" 

What though fancy scarce may grapple with the com- 
plex and immense 

— "Plis own world for every mortal?" Postulate omni- 
potence! 

Limit power, and simple grows the complex: shrunk 
to atom size. 

That which loomed immense to fancy low before my 
reason lies, — 

I survey it and pronounce it work like other work: 
success 

Here and there, the workman's glory, — here and there, 
his shame no less, * 
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Failure as conspicuous. Taunt not "Human work ape 

work divine?" 
As the power, expect performance! God's be God's 

as mine is mine! 
God whose power made man and made man's wants, 

and made, to meet those wants. 
Heaven and earth which, through the body, prove the 

spirit's ministrants, 
Excellently all, — did he lack power or was the will in 

fault 
When he let blue heaven be shrouded o'er by vapours 

of the vault, 
Gay earth drop her garlands shrivelled at the first in- 
fecting breath 
Of the serpent pains which herald, swarming in, the 

dragon death? 
What, no way but this that man may learn and lay to 

heart how rife 
Life were with delights would only death allow their 

taste to life? 
Must the rose sigh "Pluck — I perish!" must the eve 

weep "Gaze — I fade!" 
— Every sweet warn "'Ware my bitter!" every shine 

bid "Wait my shade?" 
Can we love but on condition, that the thing we love 

must die? 
Needs there groan a world in anguish just to teach us 

sympathy — 
Multitudinously wretched that we, wretched too, may 

guess 
What a preferable state were universal happi- 
ness? 
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Hardly do I so conceive the outcome of that power 

which went 
To the making of the worm there in yon clod its 

tenement, 
Any more than I distinguish aught of that which, wise 

and good. 
Framed the leaf, its plain of pasture, dropped the 

dew, its fineless food. 
Nay, were fancy fact, were earth and all it holds 

illusion mere, 
Only a machine for teaching love and hate and hope 

and fear 
To myself, the sole existence, single truth mid false- 
hood, — well! 
If the harsh throes of the prelude die not off into the 

swell 
Of that perfect piece they sting me to become a-strain 

for, — if 
Roughness of the long rock-clamber lead not to the 

last of cliff. 
First of level country where is sward my pilgrim-foot 

can prize, — 
Plainlier! if this life's conception new life fail to 

realize, — 
Though earth burst and proved a bubble glassing hues 

of hell, one huge 
Reflex of the devil's doings — God's work by no sub- 
terfuge : 

(So death's kindly touch informed me as it broke the 

glamour, gave 
Soul and body both release from life's long nightmare 

in the grave) 
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Still, — ^with no more Nature, no more Man as riddle 

to be read, 
Only my own joys and sorrows now to reckon real 

instead, — 
I must say — or choke in silence — "Howsoever came 

my fate, 
Sorrow did and joy did nowise, — life well weighed, — 

preponderate." 
By necessity ordained thus? I shall bear as best I 

can; 
By a cause all-good, all-wise, all-potent? No, as I am 

man! 
Such were God: and was it goodness that the good 

within my range 
Or had evil in admixture or grew evil's self by 

change? 
Wisdom— that becoming wise meant making slow and 

sure advance 
From a knowledge proved in error to acknowledged 

ignorance? 
Power? 't is just the main assumption reason most re- 
volts at! power 
Unavailing for bestowment on its creature of an 

hour, 
Man, of so much proper action rightly aimed and 

reaching aim, 
So much passion, — no defect there, no excess, but 

still the same, — 
As what constitutes existence, pure perfection bright 

as brief 
For yon worm, man's fellow-creature, on yon happier 

world — its leaf! 
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No, as 1 am man, I mourn the poverty 1 must impute: 
Goodness, wisdom, power, all bounded, each a human 
attribute! 



But, O world outspread beneath me! only for myself 

I speak, 
Nowise dare to play the spokesman for my brothers 

strong and weak. 
Full and empty, wise and foolish, good and bad, in 

every age. 
Every clime, I turn my eyes from, as in one or other 

stage 
Of a torture writhe they. Job-like couched on dung 

and crazed with blains 
— Wherefore? whereto? ask the whirlwind what the 

dread voice thence explains! 
I shall "vindicate no way of God's to man," nor stand 

apart, 
"Laugh, be candid," while I watch it traversing the 

human heart! 
Traversed heart must tell its story uncommented on: 

no less 
Mine results in "Only grant a second life, I acquiesce 
In this present life as failure, count misfortune's worst 

assaults 
Triumph, not defeat, assured that loss so much the 

more exalts 
Gain about to be. For at what moment did I so ad- 
vance 
Near to knowledge as when frustrate of escape fronj 

ignorance? 
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Did not beauty prove most precious Vhen its opposite 

obtained 
Rule, and truth seem more than ever potent because 

falsehood reigned? 
While for love — Oh how but, losing love, does whoso 

loves succeed 
By the death-pang to the birth-throe — learning what 

is love indeed? 
Only grant my soul may carry high through death her 

cup unspilled, 
Brimming though it be with knowledge, life's loss 

drop by drop distilled, 
I shall boast it mine — the balsam, bless each kindly 

wrench that wrung 
From life's tree its inmost virtue, tapped the root 

whence pleasure sprung. 
Barked the bole, and broke the bough, and bruised 

the berry, left all grace 
Ashes in death's stem alembic, loosed elixir in its 

place! 



Witness, Dear and True, how little I was 'ware of — 

not your worth 
— ^That I knew, my heart assures me — ^but of what a 

shade on earth 
Would the passage from my presence of the tall white 

figure throw 
O'er the ways we walked together! Somewhat narrow, 

somewhat slow. 
Used to seem the ways, the walking: narrow ways 

are well to tread 
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When tliere*s moss beneath the footstep, honeysuckle 

overhead : 
Walking slow to beating bosom surest soktee soonest 

gives, 
Liberates the brain o'erloaded — best of all restoratives. 
Nay, do I forget the open vast where soon or late con- 
verged 
Ways though winding? — world-wide heaven-high sea 

where music slept or surged 
As the angel had ascendant, and Beethoven's Titan 

mace 
Smote the immense to storm, Mozart would by a finger's 

lifting chase? 
Yes, I knew — but not with knowledge such as thrills 

me while I view 
Yonder precinct which henceforward holds and hides 

the Dear and True. 
Grant me (once again) assurance we shall each meet 

each some day. 
Walk — but with how bold a footstep! on a way — but 

what a way! 
— Worst were best, defeat were triumph, utter loss 

were utmost gain. 
Can it be, and must, and will it? 

Silence! Out of fact's domain, 
Just surmise prepared to mutter hope, and also fear — 

dispute 
Fact's inexorable ruling "Outside fact, surmise be 

mute!" 
Well! 

Ay, well and best, if fact's self I may force the 

answer from! 
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T is surmise I stop the mouth of! Not above in 

yonder dome 
All a rapture with its rose-glow, — not around, where 

pile and peak 
Strainingly await the sun's fall, — not beneath, where 

crickets creak, 
Birds assemble for their bed-time, soft the tree-top 

swell subsides, — 
No, nor yet within my deepest sentient self the know- 
ledge hides! 
Aspiration, reminiscence, plausibilities of trust 
— rNow the ready "Man were wronged else," now the 

rash "and God unjust" — 
None of these I need! Take thou, my soul, thy solitary 

stand. 
Umpire to the champions Fancy, Reason, as on either 

hand 
Amicable war they wage and play the foe in thy behoof! 
Fancy thrust and Reason parry! Thine the prize who 

stand aloof! 



FANCY. 

I concede the thing refused: henceforth no certainty 
more plain 

Than this mere surmise that after body dies soul lives 
again. 

Two, the only facts acknowledged late, are now in- 
creased to three — 

God is, and the soul is, and, as certain, after death 
shall be. 

Put this third to use in life, the time for using fact! 
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REASON. 

I do! 
Find it promises advantage, coupled with the other 

two. 
Life to come will be improvement on the life that's 

now; destroy 
Bod/s thwartings, there's no longer screen betwixt 

soul and soul's joy. 
Why should we expect new hindrance, novel tether? 

In this first 
Life, I see the good of evil, why our world began at 

worst: 
Since time means amelioration, tardily enough dis- 
played. 
Yet a mainly onward moving, never wholly retro- 
grade. 
We know more though we know little, we grow stronger 

though still weak. 
Partly see though all too purblind, stammer though we 

cannot speak. 
There is no such grudge in God as scared the ancient 

Greek, no fresh 
Substitute of trap for dragnet, once a breakage in the 

mesh. 
Dragons were, and serpents are, and blindworms will 

be: ne'er emerged 
Any new-created Python for man's plague since earth 

was purged. 
Failing proof, then, of invented trouble to replace the 

old, 

Robert Bnywning* IV% 12 
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O'er this life the next presents advantage much and 

manifold: 
Which advantage — in the absence of a fourth and 

farther fact 
Now conceivably surmised, of harm to follow from the 

act — 
I pronounce for man's obtaining at this moment. Why 

delay? 
Is he happy? happiness will change: anticipate the 

day! 
Is he sad? there's ready refuge: of all sadness death's 

prompt cure ! 
Is he both, in mingled measure? cease a burthen to 

endure ! 
Pains with sorry compensations, pleasures stinted in 

the dole. 
Power that sinks and pettiness that soars, all halved 

and nothing whole. 
Idle hopes that lure man onward, forced back by as 

idle fears — 
What a load he stumbles under through his glad sad 

seventy years. 
When a touch sets right the turmoil, lifts his spirit 

where, flesh-freed. 
Knowledge shall be rightly named so, all that seems 

be truth indeed! 
Grant his forces no accession, nay, no faculty's in- 
crease. 
Only let what now exists continue, let him prove in 

peace 
Power whereof the interrupted unperfected play en- 
ticed 
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Man through darkness, which to lighten any spark of 

hope sufficed, — 
What shall then deter his dying out of darkness into 

light? 
Death itself perchance, brief pain that's pang, con- 
densed and infinite? 
But as worst, he needs must brave it one day, while, 

at best, he laughs — 
Drops a drop within his chalice, sleep not death his 

science quaffs! 
Any moment claims more courage when, by crossing 

cold and gloom. 
Manfully man quits discomfort, makes for the provided 

room 
Where the old friends want their fellow, where the 

new acquaintance wait, 
Probably for talk assembled, possibly to sup in 

state! 
I affirm and re-affirm it therefore: only make as 

plain 
As that man now lives, that after dying man will live 

again, — 
Make as plain the absence, also, of a law to con- 
travene 
Voluntary passage from this life to that by change of 

scene, — 
And I bid him — at suspicion of first cloud athwart his 

sky. 
Flower's departure, frost's arrival — never hesitate, but 

die! 



12* 
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FANCY. 

Then I double my concession: grant, along with new 

life sure, 
This same law found lacking now: ordain that, whether 

rich or poor 
Present life is judged in aught man counts advantage 

— be it hope, 
Be it fear that brightens, blackens most or least his 

horoscope, — 
He, by absolute compulsion such as made him live 

at all. 
Go on living to the fated end of life whatever befall. 
What though, as on earth he darkling grovels, man 

descry the sphere, 
Next life's — call it, heaven of freedom, close above 

and crystal-clear? 
He shall find — say, hell to punish who in aught curtails 

the term, 
Fain would act the butterfly before he has played out 

the worm! 
God, soul, earth, heaven, hell, — five facts now: what is 

to desiderate? 



REASON. 

Nothing! Henceforth man's existence bows to the 
monition "Wait! 

Take the joys and bear the sorrows — neither with ex- 
treme concern! 
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Living here means nescience simply: 't is next life that 

helps to learn. 
Shut those eyes, next life will open, — stop those ears, 

next life will teach 
Hearing's office, — close those lips, next life will give 

the power of speech! 
Or, if action more amuse thee than the passive at- 
titude, 
Bravely bustle through thy being, busy thee for ill or 

good. 
Reap this life's success or failure! Soon shall things 

be unperplexed 
And the right and wrong, now tangled, lie unravelled 

in the next." 



FANCY, 

Not so fast! Still more concession! not alone do I 
declare 

Life must needs be borne, — I also will that man be- 
come aware 

Life has worth incalculable, every moment that he 
spends 

So much gain or loss for that next life which on this 
life depends. 

Good, done here, be there rewarded, — evil, worked 
here, there amerced! 

Six facts now, and all established, plain to man the 
last as first. 
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REASON. 

There was good and evil, then, defined to man by this 

decree? 
Was — for at its promulgation both alike have ceased 

to be. 
Prior to this last announcement "Certainly as God 

exists, 
As he made man's soul, as soul is quenchless by the 

deathly mists, 
Yet is, all the same, forbidden premature escape from 

time 
To eternity's provided purer air and brighter clime, — 
Just so certainly depends it on the use to which man turns 
Earth, the good or evil done there, whether after death 

he earns 
Life eternal, — heaven, the phrase be, or eternal death, 

— say, hell. 
As his deeds, so proves his portion, doing ill or doing 

well!" 
— Prior to this last announcement, earth was man's 

probation-place : 
Liberty of doing evil gave his doing good a grace; 
Once lay down the law, with Nature's simple "Such 

effects succeed 
Causes such, and heaven or hell depends upon man's 

earthly deed 
Just as surely as depends the straight or else the 

crooked line 
On his making point meet point or with or else with- 
out incline," — 
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Thenceforth neither good nor evil does man, doing 

what he must. 
Lay but down that law as stringent "Would'st thou 

live again, be just!" 
As this other "Wouldst thou live now, regularly draw 

thy breath! 
For, suspend the operation, straight law's breach re- 
sults in death — " 
And (provided always, man, addressed this mode, be 

sound and sane) 
Prompt and absolute obedience, never doubt, will law 

obtain! 
Tell not me "Look round us! nothing each side but 

acknowledged law. 
Now styled God's — now. Nature's edict!" Where's 

obedience without flaw 
Paid to either? What's the adage rife in man's mouth? 

Why, "The best 
I both see and praise, the worst I follow" — ^which, 

despite professed 
Seeing, praising, all the same he follows, since he dis- 
believes 
In the heart of him that edict which for truth his 

head receives. 
There's evading and persuading and much making law 

amends 
Somehow, there's the nice distinction 'twixt fast foes 

and faulty friends, 
— Any consequence except inevitable death when 

"Die, 
Whoso breaks our law!" they publish, God and Nature 

equally. 
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Law that's kept or broken — subject to man's will and 
pleasure! Whence? 

How comes law to bear eluding? Not because of im- 
potence: 

Certain laws exist already which to hear means to 
obey; 

Therefore not without a purpose these man must, while 
those man may 

Keep and, for the keeping, haply gain approval and 
reward. 

Break through this last superstructure, all is empty 
air — no sward 

Firm like my first fact to stand on " God there is, and 
soul there is," 

And soul's earthly life-allotment: wherein, by hypo- 
thesis. 

Soul is bound to pass probation, prove its powers, and 
exercise 

Sense and thought on fact, and then, from fact educing 
fit surmise. 

Ask itself, and of itself have solely answer, "Does the 
scope 

Earth affords of fact to judge by warrant future fear 
or hope?" 



Thus have we come back full circle: fancy's footsteps 

one by one 
Go their round conducting reason to the point where 

they begun. 
Left where we were left so lately. Dear and True! 

When, half a week 
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Since, we walked and talked and thus I told you, how 

suffused a cheek 
You had turned me had I sudden brought the blush 

into the smile 
By some word like "Idly argued! you know better all 

the while!" 
Now, from me — Oh not a blush but, how much more, 

a joyous glow, 
Laugh triumphant, would it strike did your "Yes, 

better I do know" 
Break, my warrant for assurance ! which assurance may 

not be 
If, supplanting hope, assurance needs must change this 

life to me. 
So, I hope — no more than hope, but hope — no less 

than hope, because 
I can fathom, by no plumb-line sunk in life's apparent 

laws. 
How I may in any instance fix where change should 

meetly fall 
Nor involve, by one revisal, abrogation of them 

all 
— Which again involves as utter change in life thus 

law-released, 
AVhence the good of goodness vanished when the ill of 

evil ceased. 
Whereas, life and laws apparent re-instated, — all we 

know. 
All we know not, — o'er our heaven again cloud closes, 

until, lo — 
Hope the arrowy, just as constant, comes to pierce its 

gloom, compelled 
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By a power and by a purpose which, if no one else 

beheld, 
I behold in life, so — hope! 

Sad summing-up of all to say! 
Athanasius contra munduniy why should he hope more 

than they? 
So are men made notwithstanding, such magnetic virtue 

darts 
From each head their fancy haloes to their unresisting 

hearts! 

Here I stand, methinks a stone's throw from yon village 

I this morn 
Traversed for the sake of looking one last look at its 

forlorn 
Tenement's ignoble fortune: through a crevice, plain 

its floor 
Piled with provender for cattle, while a dung-heap 

blocked the door. 
In that squalid Bossex, under that obscene red roof, 

arose, 
Like a fiery flying serpent from its tgg^ a soul — 

Rousseau's. 
Turn thence! Is it Diodati joins the glimmer of the 

lake? 
There I plucked a leaf, one week since, — ivy, plucked 

for Byron's sake. 
Famed unfortunates! And yet, because of that phos- 
phoric fame 
Swathing blackness' self with brightness till putridity 

looked flame, 
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All the world was witched: and wherefore? what could 

lie beneath, allure 
Heart of man to let corruption serve man's head as 

cynosure? 
Was the magic in the dictum "All that's good is gone 

and past; 
3ad and worse still grows the present, and the worst 

of all comes last: 
Which believe — for I believe it?" So preached one 

his gospel-news; 
While melodious moaned the other "Dying day with 

dolphin-hues ! 
Storm, for loveliness and darkness like a woman's eye! 

Ye mounts 
Where I climb to 'scape my fellow, and thou sea wherein 

he counts 
Not one inch of vile dominion! What were your especial 

worth 
Failed ye to enforce the maxim *0f all objects found 

on earth 
Man is meanest, much too honored when compared 

with — what by odds 
Beats him — any dog: so, let him go a-howling to his 

gods!' 
Which believe — for I believe it!" such the comfort 

man received 
Sadly since perforce he must: for why? the famous 

bard believed! 

Fame! Then, give me fame, a moment! As I gather 

at a glance 
Human glory after glory vivifying yon expanse, 



i 
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Let me grasp them altogether, hold on high and brandish 

well 
Beacon-like above the rapt world ready, whether heaven 

or hell 
Send the dazzling summons downward, to submit itself 

the same, 
Take on trust the hope or else despair flashed full on 

face by — Fame! 
Thanks, thou pine-tree of Makistos, wide thy giant torch 

I wave! 
Know ye whence I plucked the pillar, late with sky 

for architrave? 
This the trunk, the central solid Knowledge, kindled 

core, began 
Tugging earth-deeps, trying heaven-heights, rooted 

yonder at Lausanne. 
This which flits and spits, the aspic, — sparkles in and 

out the boughs 
Now, and now condensed, the python, coiling round and 

round allows 
Scare the bole its due effulgence, dulled by flake on 

flake of Wit- 
Laughter so bejewels Learning, — what but Femey 

nourished it? 
Nay, nor fear — since every resin feeds the flame — that 

I dispense 
With yon Bossex terebinth-tree's all-explosive Elo- 
quence: 
No, be sure! nor, any more than thy resplendency, 

Jean-Jacques, 
Dare I want thine, Diodati! What though monkeys 

and macaques 
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Gibber "B3n:on?" Byron's ivy rears a branch beyond 

the crew, 
Green for ever, no deciduous trash macaques and mon- 
keys chew! 
As Rousseau, then, eloquent, as B3rron prime in poet's 

power, — 
Detonations, fulgurations, smiles — the rainbow, tears — 

the shower, — 
Lo, I lift the coruscating marvel — Fame! and, famed, 

declare 
— Learned for the nonce as Gibbon, witty as wit's self 

Voltaire . . . 
O the sorriest of conclusions to whatever man of 

sense 
Mid the millions stands the unit, takes no flare for 

evidence 1 
Yet the millions have their portion, live their calm or 

troublous day. 
Find significance in fireworks: so, by help of mine, 

they may 
Confidently lay to heart and lock in head their life 

long — this: 
"He there with the brand flamboyant, broad o'er night's 

forlorn abyss. 
Crowned by prose and verse; and wielding, with Wit's 

bauble, Learning's rod . . . 
Well? Why, he at least believed in Soul, was very sure 

of God! 



So the poor smile played, that evening: pallid smile 
long since extinct 
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Here in London's mid-November! Not so loosely 

thoughts were linked, 
Six weeks since as I, descending in the sunset from 

Sal^ve, 
Found the chain, I seemed to forge there, flawless till 

it reached your grave, — 
Not so filmy was the texture, but I bore it in my breast 
Safe thus far. And since I found a something in me 

would not rest 
Till I, link by link, unravelled any tangle of the chain, 
— Here it lies, for much or little! I have lived all o'er 

again 
That last pregnant hour: I saved it, just as I could 

save a root 
Disinterred for re-interment when the time best helps 

to shoot 
Life is stocked with germs of torpid life; but may I 

never wake 
Those of mine whose resurrection could not be without 

earthquake ! 
Rest all such, unraised forever! Be this, sad yet sweet, 

the sole 
Memory evoked from slumber! Least part this: then 

what the whole? 

November 9, 1877. 
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My grandfather says he remembers he saw^ when a 

youngster long ago. 
On a bright May day, a strange old man, with a beard 

as white as snow, 
Stand on the hill outside our town like a monument of 

woe^ 
And, striking his bare bald head the while, sob out the 

reason — so! 

If I last as long as Methuselah I shall never forgive 

myself: 
But — God forgive me, that I pray, unhappy Martin 

Relph, 
As coward, coward I call him — him, yes, him! Away 

from me! 
Get you behind the man I am now, you man that I 

used to be! 

What can have sewed my mouth up, set me a-stare, 

all eyes, no tongue? 
People have urged "You visit a scare too hard on a 

lad so young! 
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You were taken aback, poor boy," they urge, "no time 

to regain your wits: 
Besides it had maybe cost you life." Ay, there is the 

cap which fits! 

So, cap me, the coward, — thus! No fear! A cuff on 

the brow does good: 
The feel of it hinders a worm inside which bores at 

the brain for food. 
See now, there certainly seems excuse: for a moment, 

I trust, dear friends. 
The fault was but folly, no fault of mine, or if mine, 

I have made amends! 

For, every day that is first of May, on the hill-top, 

here stand I, 
Martin Relph, and I strike my brow, and publish the 

reason why. 
When there gathers a crowd to mock the fool. No 

fool, friends, since the bite 
Of a worm inside is worse to bear: pray God I have 

baulked him quite! 

FU tell you. Certainly much excuse I It came of the 

way they cooped 
Us peasantry up in a ring just here, close huddling 

because tight-hooped 
By the red-coats round us villagers all: they meant we 

should see the sight 
And take the example, — see, not speak, for speech 

was the Captain's right 
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"You clowns on the slope, beware!" cried he: "This 

woman about to die 
Gives by her fate fair warning to such acquaintance 

as play the spy. 
Henceforth who meddle with matters of state above 

them perhaps will learn 
That peasants should stick to their plough-tail, leave 

to the King the King's concern. 

"Here's a quarrel that sets the land on fire, between 

King George and his foes: 
What call has a man of your kind — much less, a 

woman — to interpose? 
Yet you needs must be meddling, folks like you, not 

foes — so much the worse! 
The many and loyal should keep themselves unmixed 

with the few perverse. 

"Is the counsel hard to follow? I gave it you plainly 

a month ago. 
And where was the good? The rebels have learned 

just all that they need to know. 
Not a month since in we quietly marched: a week, 

and they had the news, 
From a list complete of our rank and file to a note of 

our caps and shoes. 

"All about all we did and all we were doing and like 

to do! 
Only, I catch a letter by luck, and capture who wrote 

it, too. 

R9bfrt Browning, /y, 13 
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Some of you men look black enough, but the milk- 
white face demure 

Betokens the finger foul with ink: 't is a woman who 
writes, be sure! 

"Is it * Dearie, how much I miss your mouth!' — good 

natural stuff, she pens? 
Some sprinkle of that, for a blind, of course: with talk 

about cocks and hens, 
How * robin has built on the apple-tree, and our 

creeper which came to grief 
Through the frost, we feared, is twining afresh round 

casement in famous leaf/ 

"But all for a blind! She soon glides frank into 'Hor- 
rid the place is grown 

With Officers here and Privates there, no nook we may 
call our own: 

And Farmer Giles has a tribe to house, and lodging 
will be to seek 

For the second Company sure to come ('t is whispered) 
on Monday week.' 

"And so to the end of the chapter! There! The 

murder, you see, was out: 
Easy to guess how the change of mind in the rebels 

was brought about! 
Safe in the trap would they now lie snug, had treachery 

made no sign: 
But treachery meets a just reward, no matter if fools 

malign! 



MARTIN RELPH. 195 

*'That traitors had played us false, was proved— sent 

news which fell so pat: 
And the murder was out — this letter of love, the 

sender of this sent that! 
'T is an ugly job, though, all the same — a hateful, to 

have to deal 
With a case of the kind, when a woman's in fault: we 

soldiers need nerves of steel! 

"So, I gave her a chance, despatched post-haste a 

message to Vincent Parkes 
Whom she wrote to; easy to find he was, since one of 

the King's own clerks. 
Ay, kept by the King's own gold in the town close by 

where the rebels camp: 
A sort of a lawyer, just the man to betray our sort — 

the scamp! 

<*'If her writing is simple and honest and only the 

lover-like stuflF it looks. 
And if you yourself are a loyalist, nor down in the 

rebels' books. 
Come quick,' said I, *and in person prove you are 

each of you clear of crime. 
Or martial law must take its course: this day next 

week's the time!' 

'*Next week is now: does he come? Not he! Clean 

gone, our derk, in a trice! 
He has left his sweetheart here in the lurch: no need 

of a warning twice! 

13* 
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His own neck free, but his partner's fast in the noose 

still, here she stands 
To pay for her fault. T is an ugly job: but soldiers 

obey commands. 

"And hearken wherefore I make a speech! Should 

any acquaintance sliare 
The folly that led to the fault that is now to be 

punished, let fools beware! 
Look black, if you please, but keep hands white: and, 

above all else, keep wives — 
Or sweethearts or what they may be — from ink! Not 

a word now, on your lives!" 

Black? but the Pit's own pitch was white to the Cap- 
tain's face — the brute 

With the bloated cheeks and the bulgy nose and the 
blood-shot eyes to suit! 

He was muddled with wine, they say: more like, he 
was out of his wits with fear; 

He had but a handful of men, that's true, — a riot 
might cost him dear. 

And all that time stood Rosamund Page, with pinioned 

arms and face 
Bandaged about, on the turf marked out for the party's 

firing-place. 
I hope she was wholly with God: I hope 't was His 

angel stretched a hand 
To steady her so, like the shape of stone you see in 

our church-aisle stand. 
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I hope there was no vain fanqr pierced the bandage 

to vex her eyes, 
No face within which she missed without, no questions 

and no replies — 
"Why did you leave me to die?" — ''Because . . ." Oh, 

fiends, too soon you grin 
At merely a moment of hell, like that — such heaven 

as hell ended in! 

Let mine end to! He gave the word, up went the 

guns in a line. 
Those heaped on the hill were blind as dumb, — for, 

of all eyes, only mine 
Looked over the heads of the foremost rank. Some 

fell on their knees in prayer. 
Some sank to the earth, but all shut eyes, with a sole 

exception there. 

That was myself, who had stolen up last, had sidled 

behind the group: 
I am highest of all on the hill-top, there stand fixed 

while the others stoop 
From head to foot in a serpent's twine am I tightened: 

/ touch ground? 
No more than a gibbet's rigid corpse which the fetters 

rust around! 

Can I speak, can I breathe, can I burst — aught else 

but see, see, only see? 
And see I do — for there comes in sight — a man, it 

sure must be! — 
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Who Staggeringly, stumblingly, rises, falls, rises, at 

random flings his weight 
On and on, anyhow onward — a man that's mad he 

arrives too late! 



Else why does he wave a something white high- 
flourished above his head? 

Why does not he call, cry, — curse the fool! — why 
throw up his arms instead? 

O take this fist in your own face, fool! Why does not • 
yourself shout "Stay! 

Here's a man comes rushing, might and main, with 
something he's mad to say?" 

And a minute, only a moment, to have hell-fire boil 

up in your brain, 
And ere you can judge things right, choose heaven, — . 

time's over, repentance vain! 
They level: a volley, a smoke and the clearing of 

smoke: I see no more 
Of the man smoke hid, nor his fi:antic arms, nor the 

something white he bore. 

But stretched on the field, some half-mile off, is an 

object. Surely dumb, 
Deaf, blind were we struck, that nobody heard, not 

one of us saw him come! 
Has he fainted through fright. One may well believe! 

What is it he holds so fast 
Turn him over, examine the face! Heyday! What, 

Vincent Parkes at last? 
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Dead! dead as she, by the self-same shot: one bullet 

has ended both, 
Her in the body and him in the soul. They laugh at 

our plighted troth. 
"Till death us do part?" Till death us do join past 

parting — that sounds like 
Betrothal indeed! O Vincent Parkes, what need has 

my fist to strike? 

I helped you: thus were you dead and wed: one 

bound, and your soul reached hers! 
There is clenched in your hand the thing, signed, 

sealed, the paper which plain avers 
She is innocent, innocent, plain as print, with the 

King's Arms broad engraved: 
No one can hear, but if anyone high on the hill can 

see, she's saved! 

And torn his garb and bloody his lips with heart- 
break — plain it grew 

How the week's delay had been brought about: each 
guess at the end proved true. 

It was hard to get at the folks in power: such waste 
of time ! and then 

Such pleading and praying, with, all the while, his 
lamb in the lion's den! 

And at length when he wrung their pardon out, no 

end to the stupid forms — 
The licence and leave: I make no doubt — what wonder 

if passion warms 
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The pulse in a man if you play with his heart? — ^he 
was something hasty in speech; 

Anyhow, none would quicken the work: he had to be- 
seech, beseech! 

And the thing once signed, sealed, safe in his grasp, 

— what followed but fresh delays? 
For the floods were out, he was forced to take such a 

roundabout of ways! 
And 't was "Halt there!" at every turn of the road, 

since he had to cross the thick 
Of the red-coats: what did they care for him and his 

"Quick, for God's sake, quick!" 

Horse? but he had one: had it how long? till the first 

knave smirked "You brag 
Yourself a friend of the King's? then lend to a King's 

friend here your nag!" 
Money to buy another? Why, piece by piece they 

plundered him still 
With their "Wait you must, — no help: if aught can 

help you, a guinea will!" 

And a borough there was — I forget the name — whose 

Mayor must have the bench 
Of Justices ranged to clear a doubt: for "Vincent," 

thinks he, sounds French! 
It well may have driven him daft, God knows! all man 

can certainly know 
Is — rushing and falling and rising, at last he arrived 

in a horror — so! 
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When a word, cry, gasp, would have rescued both! 

Ay, bite me! The worm begins 
At his work once more. Had cowardice proved — that 

only — my sin of sins ! 
Friends, look you here! Suppose . . . suppose . . . 

But mad I am, needs must be! 
Judas the Damned would never have dared such a sin 

as I dream! For, see! 

Suppose I had sneakingly loved her myself, my wretched 

self, and dreamed 
In the heart of me "She were better dead than happy 

and his!" — ^while gleamed 
A light from hell as I spied the pair in a perfectest 

embrace. 
He the saviour and she the saved, — bliss bom of the 

very murder-place! 

No! Say I was scared, friends! Call me fool and 

coward, but nothing worse! 
Jeer at the fool and gibe at the coward! 'T was ever 

the coward's curse 
That fear breeds fancies in such: such take their shadow 

for substance still, 
— A fiend at their back. I liked poor Parkes, — loved 

Vincent, if you will! 

And her — ^why, I said "Good morrow" to her, "Good 

even," and nothing more: 
The neighbourly way! She was just to me as fifty had 

been before. 
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So, coward it is and coward shall be! There's a friend, 

now! Thanks! A drink 
Of water I wanted: and now I can walk, get home by 

myself, I think. 
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"They tell me, your carpenters," quoth I to my friend 

the Russ, 
"Make a simple hatchet serve as a tool-box serves 

with us. 
Arm but each man with his axe, 't is a hammer and 

saw and plane 
And chisel, and — ^what know I else? We should imitate 

in vain 
The mastery wherewithal, by a flourish of just the 

adze, 
He cleaves, clamps, dovetails in, — no need of our nails 

and brads, — 
The manageable pine : 't is said he could shave himself 
With the axe, — so all adroit, now a giant and now 

an elf. 
Does he work and play at once!" 

Quoth my friend the Russ to me, 
"Ay, that and more beside on occasion! It scarce 

may be 
You. never heard tell a tale told children, time out of 

mind. 
By father and mother and nurse, for a moral that's 

behind. 
Which children quickly seize. If the incident hap- 
pened at all. 



204 FROM LATER POEMS. 

We place it in Peter's time when hearts were great not 

small, 
Germanized, Frenchified. I wager 't is old to you 
As the story of Adam and Eve, and possibly quite as 

true." 



Li the deep of our land, 't is said, a village from out 

the woods 
Emerged on the great main-road 'twixt two great soli- 
tudes. 
Through forestry right and left, black verst and verst 

of pine. 
From village to village runs the road's long wide bare 

line. 
Clearance and clearance break the else-unconquered 

growth 
Of pine and all that breeds and broods there, leaving 

loth 
Man's inch of masterdom, — spot of life, spirt of fire, — 
To star the dark and dread, lest right and rule 

expire 
Throughout the monstrous wild a-hungered to resume 
Its ancient sway, suck back the world into its womb: 
Defrauded by man's craft which clove from North to 

South 
This highway broad and straight e'en from the Neva's 

mouth 
To Moscow's gates of gold. So, spot of life and spirt 
Of fire aforesaid, bum, each village death-begirt 
By wall and wall of pine — unprobcd undreamed abyss. 
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Early one winter mom, in such a village as this, 
Snow-whitened everywhere except the middle road 
Ice-roughed by track of sledge, there worked by his 

abode 
Ivin Ivinovitch, the carpenter, employed 
On a huge shipmast trunk; his axe now trimmed and 

toyed 
With branch and twig, and now some chop athwart 

the bole 
Changed bole to billets, bared at once the sap and 

soul. 
About him, watched the work his neighbours sheep- 
skin-clad; 
Each bearded mouth puffed steam, each grey eye 

twinkled glad 
To see the sturdy arm which, never stopping play. 
Proved strong man's blood still boils, freeze winter as 

he may. 



Sudden, a burst of bells. Out of the road, on edge 
Of the hamlet — horse's hoofs galloping. "How, a 

sledge? 
What's here?" cried all as — in, up to the open space, 
Workyard and market-ground, folks' common meeting- 
place, — 
Stumbled on, till he fell, in one last bound for life, 
A horse: and, at his heels, a sledge held — "Dndtri's 

wife! 
Back without Dmitri too! and children — where are 

they? 
Only a frozen corpse!" 
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They drew it forth! then — **Nay, 
Not dead, though like to die! Gone hence a monUi 

ago: 
Home again, this rough jaunt — alone through night 

and snow — 
What can the cause be? Hark — Droug, old horse, 

how he groans: 
His day's done! Chafe away, keep chafing, for she 

moans: 
She's coming to! Give here: see, motherkin, your 

friends! 
Cheer up, all safe at home! Warm inside makes 

amends 
For outside cold, — sup quick! Don't look as we were 

bears! 
What is it startles you? What strange adventure 

stares 
Up at us in your face? You know friends — which is 

which? 
Fm Vassili, he's Sergei, Ivin Ivanovitch ..." 
At the word, the woman's eyes, slow-wandering till 

they neared 
The blue eyes o'er the bush of honey-coloured beard, 
Took in full light and sense and — torn to rags, some 

dream 
Which hid the naked truth — O loud and long the 

scream 
She gave, as if all power of voice within her throat 
Poured itself wild away to waste in one dread note! 
Then followed gasps and sobs, and then the steady 

flow 
Of kindly tears: the brain was saved, a man might 

know. 
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Down fell her face upon the good friend's propping 

knee; 
His broad hands smoothed her head, as fain to brush 

it free 
From fancies, swarms that stung like bees unhived. 

He soothed — 
"Louk^ria, Louscha!" — still he, fondling, smoothed and 

smoothed. 
At last her lips formed speech. 

"Ivin, dear — you indeed! 
You, just the same dear you! While I . . • O 

intercede. 
Sweet Mother, with thy Son Almighty — let his might 
Bring yesterday once more, undo all done last night! 
But this time yesterday, Ivan, I sat like you, 
A child on either knee, and, dearer than the two, 
A babe inside my arms, close to my heart — that's 

lost 
In morsels o'er the snow! Father, Son, Holy Ghost, 
Cannot you bring again my blessed yesterday?" 



When no more tears would flow, she told her tale: 

this way. 
"Maybe, a month ago, — ^was it not? — news came here. 
They wanted, deeper down, good workmen fit to 

rear 
A church and roof it in. * We'll go,' my husband 

said: 
*None understands like me to melt and mould their 

lead.' 
So, friends here helped us off — Ivin, dear, you 

the first! - 
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How gay we jingled forth, all five — (my heart will 

burst) — 
While Dmitri shook the reins, urged Droug upon his 

track! 

"Well, soon the month ran out, we just were coming 

back. 
When yesterday — ^behold, the village was on fire! 
Fire ran from house to house. What help, as nigh 

and nigher. 
The flames came furious? 'Haste,' cried Dmitri, 'men 

must do 
The little good man may: to sledge and in with you, 
You and our three! We check the fire by laying 

flat 
Each building in its path, — I needs must stay for 

that, — 
But you ... no time for talk! Wrap round you every 

nig. 
Cover the couple close, — you'll have the babe to hug« 
No care to guide old Droug, he knows his way, by 

guess. 
Once start him on the road; but chirrup, none the 

less! 
The snow lies glib as glass and hard as steel, and 

soon 
You'll have rise, fine and full, a marvel of a moon. 
Hold straight up, all the same, this lighted twist of 

pitch! 
Once home and with our friend Ivin Ivinovitch, 
All's safe: I have my pay in pouch, all's right with 

me. 
So I but find as safe you and our precious three! 
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Off, Droug!' — because the flames had reached us, and 

the men 
Shouted *But lend a hand, Dimitri — as good as ten!" 

"So, in we bundled — I, and those God gave me once; 
Old Droug, that's stiff at first, seemed youthful for the 

nonce: 
He understood the case, galloping straight a-head. 
Out came the moon: my twist soon dwindled, feebly red 
In that unnatural day — yes, daylight, bred between 
Moon-light and snow-light, lamped those grotto-depths 

which screen 
Such devils from God's eye. Ah, pines, how straight 

you grow 
Nor bend one pitpng branch, true breed of brutal 

snow! 
Some undergrowth had served to keep the devils blind 
While we escaped outside their border! 

" Was that — wind ? 
Anyhow, Droug starts, stops, back go his ears, he 

snuffs. 
Snorts, — never such a snort! then plunges, knows the 

sough's 
Only the wind: yet, no — our breath goes up too 

straight! 
Still the low sound, — less low, loud, louder, at a rate 
There's no mistaking more! Shall I lean out — look 

— learn 
The truth whatever it be? Pad, pad! At last, I turn — 
"'T is the regular pad of the wolves in pursuit of the 

life in the sledge! 

Hohert Browning, IV^ 1 4 
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An army they are: close-packed they press like the 

thrust of a wedge: 
They increase as they hunt: for I see, through the 

pine-trunks ranged each side, 
Slip forth new fiend and fiend, make wider and stiU 

more wide 
The four-footed steady advance. The foremost — none 

may pass: 
They are elders and lead the line, eye and eye — 

green-glowing brass! 
But a long way distant still. Droug, save us! He does 

his best: 
Yet they gain on us, gain, till they reach, — one reaches . . • 

How utter the rest? 

that Satan-faced first of the band! How he lolls 

out the length of his tongue, 

How he laughs and lets gleam his white teeth! He is 
on me, his paws pry among 

The wraps and the rugs! O my pair, my twin- 
pigeons, lie still and seem dead! 

Step^, he shall never have you for a meal, — here's 
your mother instead! 

No, he will not be counselled — must cry, poor Stiopka, 
so foolish! though first 

Of my boy-brood, he was not the best: nay, neigh- 
bours have called him the worst: 

He was puny, an undersized slip, — a darling to me, 
all the same! 

But little there was to be praised in the boy, and a 
plenty to blame. 

1 loved him with heart and soul, yes — but, deal him a 

blow for a fault, 
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He would sulk for whole days. 'Foolish boy! lie still 

or the villain will vault, 
Will snatch 3rou from over my head!' No use! he 

cries, screams, — who can hold 
Fast a boy in a frenzy of fear! It follows — as I 

foretold! 
The Satan-face snatched and snapped: I tugged, I 

tore — 'and then 
His brother too needs must shriek! If one must go, 't 

is men 
The Tsar needs, so we hear, not ailing boys! Perhaps 
My hands relaxed their grasp, got tangled in the 

wraps: 
God, he was gone! I looked: there tumbled the 

cursed crew. 
Each fighting for a share: too busy to pursue! 
That's so far gain at least: Droug, gallop another 

verst 
Or two, or three — God sends we beat them, arrive the 

first! 
A mother who boasts two boys was ever accounted 

rich: 
Some have not a boy: some have, but lose him, — 

God knows which 
Is worse: how pitiful to see your weakling pine 
And pale and pass away! Strong brats, this pair of 

mine! 

"O misery! for while I settle to what near seems 
Content, I am 'ware again of the tramp, and again 

there gleams — 
Point and point — the line, eyes, levelled green brassy 

firel 
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So soon is resumed your chase? Will nothing appease,' 

nought tire 
The furies? And yet I think — I am certain the race 

is slack, 
And the numbers are nothing like. Not a quarter of 

the pack! 
Feasters and those full-fed are staying behind . . , 

Ah why? 
We'll sorrow for that too soon! Now, — gallop, reach 

home, and die. 
Nor ever again leave house, to trust our life in the 

trap 
For life — we call a sledge! Terioscha, in my lap! 
Yes, FU lie down upon you, tight-tie you with the 

strings 
Here — of my heart! No fear, this time, your mother 

flings . . . 
Flings? I flung? Never! But think! — a woman, 

after all. 
Contending with a wolf! Save you I must and shall, 
Terentii! 

"How now? What, you still head the race, 
Your eyes and tongue and teeth crave fresh food, 

Satan-face? 
There and there! Plain I struck green fire out! Flash 

again? 
All a poor fist can do to damage eyes proves vain! 
My fist — why not crunch that? He is wanton for . . . 

O God, 
Why give this wolf his taste? Common wolves scrape 

and prod 
The earth till out they scratch some corpse — mere 

putrid flesh I 
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Why must this glutton leave the faded, choose the 

fresh? 
Terentii — God, feel! — his neck keeps fast thy bag 
Of holy things, saints' bones, this Satan-face will drag 
Forth, and devour along with him our Pope declared 
The relics were to save from danger! 

"Spumed, not spared! 
'T was through my arms, crossed arms, he — nuzzling 

now with snout. 
Now ripping, tooth and claw — plucked, pulled Terentii 

out, 
A prize indeed! I saw — how could I else but see? — 
My precious one — I bit to hold back — pulled from 

me! 
Up came the others, fell to dancing — did the imps! — 
Skipped as they scampered round. There's one is 

grey, and limps: 
Who knows but old bad Mirpha, — she always owed 

me spite 
And envied me my births, — skulks out of doors at 

night 
And turns into a wolf, and joins the sisterhood. 
And laps the youthful life, then slinks from out the 

wood. 
Squats down at door by dawn, spins there demure as erst 
— No strength, old crone, — not she! — to crawl forth 

half a verst! 

"Well, I escaped with one: 'twixt one and none there 
lies 

The space 'twixt heaven and hell. And see, a rose- 
light dyes 



1 
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The endmost snow: 't is dawn, 't is day, 't is safe at 

home! 
We have outwitted you! Ay, monsters, snarl and 

foam. 
Fight each the other fiend, disputing for a share, — 
Forgetful, in your greed, our finest off we bear. 
Tough Droug and I, — my babe, my boy that shall be 

man. 
My man that shall be more, do all a hunter can 
To trace and follow and find and catch and crucify 
Wolves, wolf kins, all your crew! A thousand deaths 

shall die 
The whimperingest cub that ever squeezed the teat! 
'Take that!' we'll stab you with, — 'the tenderness we 

met 
When, wretches, you danced round — not this, thank 

God — not this! 
Hellhounds, we baulk you!' 

"But — Ah, God above! — Bliss, bliss — 
Not the band, no! And yet — yes, for Droug knows 

him! One — 
Of them all, only this has said 'She saves a son!' 
His fellows disbelieve such luck: but he believes. 
He lets them pick the bones, laugh at him in their 

sleeves: 
He's off and after us, — one speck, one spot, one ball 
Grows bigger, bound on bound, — one wolf as good as 

all! 
O but I know the trick! Have at the snaky tongue! 
That's the right way with wolves! Go, tell your mates 

I wrung 
The panting morsel out, lefl you to howl your worst! 
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Now for it — now! Ah me! I know him — thrice- 
accurst 
Satan- face, — him to the end my foe! 

"All fight's in vain: 
This time the green brass points pierce to my very 

brain, 
I fall — fall as I ought — quite on the babe I guard: 
I overspread with flesh the whole of him. Too hard 
To die this way, torn piecemeal? Move hence? Not 

I — one inch! 
Gnaw through me, through and through: flat thus I lie 

nor flinch! 
Oh God, the feel of the fang furrowing my shoulder! 

— see! 
It grinds — it grates the bone. O Kirill under me, 
Could I do more? Besides he knew wolfs way to win: 
I clung, closed round like wax: yet in he wedged 

and in. 
Past my neck, past my breasts, my heart, until . . . 

how feels 
The onion-bulb your knife parts, pushing through its 

peels, 
Till out you scoop its clove wherein lie stalk and leaf 
And bloom and seed unborn? 

"That slew me: yes, in brief, 
I died then, dead I lay doubtlessly till Droug stopped 
Here, I suppose. I come to life, I find me propped 
Thus — how or when or why, — I know not. Tell me, 

friends, 
All was a dream: laugh quick and say the nightmare 

ends! 
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Soon I shall find my house : 't is over there : in proof, 
Save for that chimney heaped with snow, you'd see 

the roof 
Which holds my three — my two — my one — not one? 

"Life's mixed 
With misery, yet we live — must live. The Satan fixed 
His face on mine so fast, I took its print as pitch 
Takes what it cools beneath. Ivan Ivanovitch, 
'T is you unharden me, you thaw, disperse the thing! 
Only keep looking kind, the horror will not cling. 
Your face smooths fast away each print of Satan. Tears 
— What good they do! Life's sweet, and all its after- 
years, 
Ivin Ivanovitch, I owe you! Yours am I! 
May God reward you, dear!" 

Down she sank. Solemnly 
Ivin rose, raised his axe, — for fitly, as she knelt, 
Her head lay: well-apart, each side, her arms hung, — 

dealt 
Lightning-swift thunder-strong one blow — no need of 

more! 
Headless she knelt on still : that pine was sound at core 
(Neighbours were used to say) — cast-iron-kemeled — 

which 
Taxed for a second stroke Ivan Ivinovitch. 

The man was scant of words as strokes. "It had to be: 
I could no other: God it was bade *Act for me!'" 
Then stooping, peering round — what is it now he 

lacks? 
A proper strip of bark wherewith to wipe his axe. 
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Which done, he turns, goes in, closes the door behind. 
The others mute remain, watching the blood-snake 

wind 
Into a hiding-place among the splinter-heaps. 

At length, still mute, all move: one lifts, — from where 

it steeps 
Redder each ruddy rag of pine, — the head: two more 
Take up the dripping body: then, mute still as before. 
Move in a sort of march, march on till marching ends 
Opposite to the church; where halting, — who suspends, 
By its long hair, the thing, deposits in its place 
The piteous head: once more the body shows no trace 
Of harm done: there lies whole the Lodscha, maid 

and wife 
And mother, loved until this latest of her life. 
Then all sit on the bank of snow which bounds a 

space 
Kept free before the porch of judgment: just the place! 

Presently all the souls, man, woman, child, which make 
The village up, are found assembling for the sake 
Of what is to be done. The very Jews are there : 
A Gipsy-troop, though bound with horses for the Fair, 
Squats with the rest. Each heart with its conception 

seethes 
And simmers, but no tongue speaks: one may say, — 

none breathes. 

Anon from out the church totters the Pope — the 

priest — 
Hardly alive, so old, a hundred years at least. 
With him, the Commune's head, a hoary senior too, 



\ 
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Starosta, that's his style, — like Equity Judge with 

you,— 
Natural Jurisconsult: then, fenced about with furs, 
Pomeschik, — Lord of the Land, who wields — and none 

demurs — 
A power of life and death. They stoop, survey the 

corpse. 

Then, straightened on his staff, the Starosta — the 

thorpe's 
Sagaciousest old man — hears what you just have heard, 
From Droug's first inrush, all, up to Iv^'s last word 
"God bade me act for him: I dared not disobey!" 

Silence — the Pomeschik broke with "A wild wrong way 
Of righting wrong — if wrong there were, such wrath to 

rouse ! 
Why was not law observed? What article allows 
Whoso may please to play the judge, and, judgment 

dealt, 
Play executioner, as promptly as we pelt 
To death, without appeal, the vermin whose sole fault 
Has been — it dared to leave the darkness of its vault. 
Intrude upon our day! Too sudden and too rash! 
What was this woman's crime? Suppose the church 

should crash 
Down where I stand, your lord: bound are my serfs to 

dare 
Their utmost that I 'scape: yet, if the crashing scare 
My children, — as you are, — if sons fly, one and all, 
Leave father to his fate, — poor cowards though I call 
The runaways, I pause before I claim their life 
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Because they prized it more than mine. I would each 

wife 
Died for her husband's sake, each son to save his sire: 
'T is glory, I applaud — scarce duty, I require. 
Ivin Ivinovitch has done a deed that's named 
Murder by law and me: who doubts, may speak un- 

blamed!" 

All turned to the old Pope. "Ay, children, I am old — 
How old, myself have got to know no longer. Rolled 
Quite round, my orb of life, from infancy to age, 
Seems passing back again to youth. A certain stage 
At least I reach, or dream I reach, where I discern 
Truer truths, laws behold more lawlike than we learn 
When first we set our foot to tread the course I trod 
With man to guide my steps: who leads me now is 

God. 
*Your young men shall see visions:' and in my youth 

I saw 
And paid obedience to man's visionary law: 
*Your old men shall dream dreams:' and, in my age, 

a hand 
Conducts me through the cloud round law to where I 

stand 
Firm on its base, — know cause, who, before, knew effect. 

"The world lies under me: and nowhere I detect 
So great a gift as this — God's own — of human life. 
•Shall the dead praise thee?' No! *The whole live 

world is rife, 
God, with thy glory,' rather! Life then, God's best of 

gifts, 
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For what shall man exchange? For life — when so He 

shifts 
The weight and turns the scale, lets life for life restcnre 
God's balance, sacrifice the less to gain the xnorCy 
Substitute — for low life, another's or his own — 
Life large and liker God's who gave it: thus alone 
May life extinguish life that life may trulier be! 
How low this law descends on earth, is not for me 
To trace: complexed becomes the simple, intricate ^ 
The plain, when I pursue law's winding. 'T is the 

straight 
Outflow of law I know and name: to law, the fount 
Fresh from God's footstool, friends, follow while I 

remount. 

"A mother bears a child: perfection is complete 
So far in such a birth. Enabled to repeat 
The miracle of life, — herself was bom so just 
A type of womankind, that God sees fit to trust 
Her with the holy task of giving life in turn. 
Crowned by this crowning pride, — how say you, should 

she spurn 
Regality — discrowned, unchilded, by her choice 
Of barrenness exchanged for fiiiit which made rejoice 
Creation, though life's self were lost in giving birth 
To life more fresh and fit to glorify God's earth? 
How say you, should the hand God trusted with life's 

torch 
Kindled to light the world — aware of sparks that scorch. 
Let fall the same? Forsooth, her flesh a fire-flake stings: 
The mother drops the child! Among what monstrous 

things 
Shall she be classed? Because of motherhood, each male 
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Yields to his partner place, sinks proudly in the scale: 
His strength owned weakness, wit — folly, and courage 

•■ — fear. 
Beside the female proved male's mistress — only here. 
The fox-dam, hunger-pined, will slay the felon sire 
"Who dares assault her whelp: the beaver, stretched 

on fire. 
Will die without a groan: no pang avails to wrest 
Her young from where they hide — her sanctuary breast. 
What's here then? Answer me, thou dead one, as, I 

trow. 
Standing at God's own bar, he bids thee answer now! 
Thrice crowned wast thou^-each crown of pride, a 

. child — thy charge! 
Where are they? Lost? Enough: no need that thou 

enlarge 
On how or why the loss: life left to utter 'lost' 
Condemns itself beyond appeal. The soldier's post 
Guards from the foe's attack the camp he sentinels: 
That he no traitor proved, this and this only tells — 
Over the corpse of him trod foe to foe's success. 
Yet — one by one thy crowns torn from thee — thou no 

less 
To scare the world, shame God, — livedstl I hold he 

saw 
The unexampled sin, ordained the novel law, 
Whereof first instrument was first intelligence 
Found loyal here. I hold that, failing human sense, 
The very earth had oped, sky fallen, to efface 
Humanity's new wrong, motherhood's first disgrace. 
Earth oped not, neither fell the sky, for prompt was 

found 
A man and man enough, head-sober and heart-sound, 
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Ready to hear God's voice, resolute to obey, 

Ivin Ivinovitch, I hold, has done, this day, 

No otherwise than did, in ages long ago, 

Moses when he made known the purport of that flow 

Of fire athwart the law's twain-tables! I proclaim 

Ivin Ivinovitch God's servant!" 

At which name 
Uprose that creepy whisper from out the crowd, is 

wont. 
To swell and surge and sink when fellow-men con* 

front 
A punishment that falls on fellow flesh and blood. 
Appallingly beheld — shudderingly understood, 
No less, to be the right, the just, the merciful. 
"God's servant!" hissed the crowd. 

When that Amen grew dull 
And died away and left acquittal plain adjudged, 
"Amen!" last sighed the lord. "There's none shall 

say I grudged 
Escape from punishment in such a novel case. 
Deferring to old age and holy life, — be grace 
Granted! say I. No less, scruples might shake a 

sense 
Firmer than I boast mine. Law 's law, and evidence 
Of breach therein lies plain, — blood-red-bright, — all" 

may see! 
Yet all absolve the deed: absolved the deed must 

be! 

"And next — as mercy rules the hour — methinks 't 

were well 
You signify forthwith its sentence, and dispel 
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The doubts and fears^ I judge, which busy now the 

head 
Law puts a halter round — a halo — you, instead! 
Jvkn Ivinovitch — what think you he expects 
\Vill follow from his feat? Go, tell him — ^law pro- 
tects 
Murder, for once: no need he longer keep behind 
The Sacred Pictures — where skulks Innocence en- 
shrined, 
Or I missay! Go, some! You others, haste and hide 
The dismal object there: get done, whatever betide!" 



So, while the youngers raised the corpse, the elders 

trooped 
Silently to the house: where halting, someone stooped. 
Listened beside the door; all there was silent too. 
Then they held counsel; then pushed door and, passing 

through. 
Stood in the murderer's presence. 

Iv^ Ivanovitch 
Knelt, building on the floor that Klremlin rare and 

rich 
He deftly cut and carved on lazy winter nights. 
Some five young faces watched, breathlessly, as, to 

rights, 
Piece upon piece, he reared the fabric nigh complete. 
St^scha, Ivan's old mother, sat spinning by the heat 
Of the oven where his wife K^tia stood baking bread. 
Ivan's self, as he turned his honey-coloured head. 
Was just in act to drop, 'twixt fir-cones, — each a 

dome, — 
The scooped-out yellow gourd presumably the home 
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Of Kolokol the Big: the bell, therein to hitch, 
— An acorn-cup — was ready: Ivkn Ivinovitch 
Turned with it in his mouth. 

They told him he was free 
As air. to walk abroad. "How otherwise?" asked he. 



^ 
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TRAY. 

Sing me a hero! Quench my thirst 
Of soul, ye bards ! 

Quoth Bard the first: 
"Sir Olaf, the good knight, did don 
His helm and eke his habergeon . . ." 
Sir Olaf and his bard ! 

"That sin-scathed brow" (quoth Bard the second) 
"That eye wide ope as though Fate beckoned 
My hero to some steep, beneath 
Which precipice smiled tempting death . . ." 
You too without your host have reckoned! 

"A beggar-child" (let 's hear this third!) 
"Sat on a quay's edge: like a bird 
Sang to herself at careless play. 
And fell into the stream. * Dismay! 
Help, you the standers-by!' None stirred. 

"Bystanders reason, think of wives 
And children ere they risk their lives. 
Over the balustrade has bounced 
A mere instinctive dog, and pounced 
Plumb on the prize. *How well he dives! 

Hohert Brovanins, IV% ' 5 
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"*Up he comes with the child, see, tight 
In mouth, alive too, clutched from quite 
A depth of ten feet — twelve, I bet! 
Good dog! What, off again? There's yet 
Another child to save? All right! 

***How strange we saw no other fall! 
It's instinct in the animal. 
Good dog! But he's a long while under: 
If he got drowned I should not wonder — 
Strong current, that against the wall! 

" *Here he comes, holds in mouth this time 

— What may the thing be? Well, that's prime! 

Now, did you ever? Reason reigns 

In man alone, since all Tray's pains 

Have fished — the child's doll from the slime!" 

"And so, amid the laughter gay. 
Trotted my hero off, — old Tray, — 
Till somebody, prerogatived 
With reason, reasoned: 'Why he dived. 
His brain would show us, I should say. 

" * John, go and catch — or, if needs be, 

Purchase that animal for me! 

By vivisection, at expense 

Of half-an-hour and eighteenpence. 

How brain secretes dog's soul, we'll see!'" 
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CLIVE. 

I and Clive were friends — and why not? Friends! I 

think you laugh, my lad. 
Clive it was gave England India, while your father 

gives — egad, 
England nothing but the graceless boy who lures him 

on to speak — 
"Well, Sir, you and Clive were comrades — " with a 

tongue thrust in your cheek! 
Very true: in my eyes, your eyes, all the world's eyes, 

Clive was man, 
I was, am and ever shall be — mouse, nay, mouse of 

all its clan 
Sorriest sample, if you take the kitchen's estimate for 

fame; 
While the man Clive — he fought Plassy, spoiled the 

clever foreign game. 
Conquered and annexed and Englished! 

Never mind! As o'er my punch 
' (You away) I sit of evenings, — silence, save for biscuit 

crunch, 
Black, unbroken, — thought grows busy, thrids each 

path-way of old years. 
Notes this forthright, that meander, till the long- past 

life appears 

15* 
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Like an outspread map of country plodded through, 

each mile and rood, 
Once, and well remembered still, — Fm startled in my 

solitude 
Ever and anon by — ^what's the sudden mocking light 

that breaks 
On me as I slap the table till no rummer-glass but 

shakes 
While I ask — aloud, I do believe, God help me! — 

"Was it thus? 
Can it be that so I faultered, stopped when just one 

step for us — " 
(Us, — you were not bom, I grant, but surely some day 

bom would be) 
" — One bold step had gained a province" (figurative 

talk, you see) 
" Got no end of wealth and honor, — yet I stood stock 

still no less?" 
— "For I was not Clive," you comment: but it needs 

no Clive to guess 
Wealth were handy, honor ticklish, did no writing on 

the wall 
Wam me "Trespasser, 'ware man-traps!" Him who 

braves that notice — call 
Hero! none of such heroics suit myself who read plain 

words, 
Doff my hat, and leap no barrier. Scripture says, the 

land's the Lord's: 
Louts then — ^what avail the thousand, noisy in a smock- 

frocked ring. 
All-agog to have me trespass, clear the fence, be 

Clive their king? 
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Higher warrant must you show me ere I set one foot 

before 
T'other in that dark direction, though I stand for ever- 
more 
Poor as Job and meek as Moses. Evermore? No! 

Bye and bye 
Job grows rich and Moses valiant, Clive turns out less 

wise than L 
Do n't object "Why call him friend, then?" Power is 

power, my boy, and still 
Marks a man, — God's gift magnific, exercised for 

good or ill. 
You've your boot now on my hearth-rug, tread what 

was a tiger's skin: 
Rarely such a royal monster as I lodged the bullet in ! 
True, he murdered half a village, so his own death 

came to pass; 
Still, for size and beauty, cunning, courage — ah, the 

brute he was! 
Why, that Clive, — that youth, that greenhorn, that 

quill-driving clerk, in fine, — 
He sustained a siege in Arcot . . But the world 

knows! Pass the wine. 

Where did I break off at? How bring Clive in? Oh, 

you mentioned "fear"! 
Just so: and, said I, that minds me of a story you 

shall hear. 

We were friends then, Clive and I: so, when the 

clouds, about the orb 
Late supreme, encroaching slowly, surely, threatened 

to absorb 
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Ray by ray its noontide brilliance, — friendship might, 

with steadier eye 
Drawing near, bear what had burned else, now no 

blaze all majesty. 
Too much bee's-wing floats my figure? Well, suppose 

a castle 's new: 
Non presume to climb its ramparts, none find foot- 
hold sure for shoe 
'Twixt those squares and squares of granite plating 

the impervious pile 
As his scale-mail's warty iron cuirasses a crocodile. 
Reels that castle thunder-smitten, storm-dismantled? 

From without 
Scrambling up by crack and crevice, every cockney 

prates about 
Towers — the heap he kicks now! turrets — just the 

measure of his cane ! 
Will that do? Observe moreover — (same similitude 

again) — 
Such a castle seldom crumbles by sheer stress of can- 
nonade: 
'T is when foes are foiled and fighting's finished that 

vile rains invade. 
Grass overgrows, o'ergrows till night-birds congregating 

find no holes 
Fit to build in like the topmost sockets made for 

banner-poles. 
So Clive crumbled slow in London, crashed at last. 

A week before, 
Dining with him, — after trying churchyard-chat of 

days of yore, — 
Both of us stopped, tired as tombstones, head-piece 

foot-piece, when they lean 
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Each to other, drowsed in fog-smoke, o'er a coffined 

Past between. 
As I saw his head sink heavy, guessed the soul's ex- 
tinguishment 
By the glazing eyeball, noticed how the furtive fingers 

went 
Where a drug-box skulked behind the honest liquor, 

— "One more throw 
Try for Clive!" thought I: "Let's venture some good 

rattling question!" So — 
"Come Clive, tell us"— out I blurted— "what to tell 

in turn, years hence, 
When my boy — suppose I have one — asks me on what 

evidence 
I maintain my friend of Plassy proved a warrior every 

whit 
Worth your Alexanders, Caesars, Marlboroughs and — 

what said Pitt? — 
Frederick the Fierce himself! Clive told me once" — 

I want to say — 
"Which feat out of all those famous doings bore the 

bell away 
— In his own calm estimation, mark you, not the 

mob's rough guess — 
Which stood foremost as evincing what Clive called [ 

courageousness ! 
Come! what moment of the minute, what speck-centre 

in the wide 
Circle of the action saw your mortal fairly deified? 
(Let alone that filthy sleep-stuff, swallow bold this 

wholesome Port!) 
If a friend has leave to question, — when were you 

most brave, in short?" 
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Up he arched his brows o' the instant — formidably 
Clive again. 

"When was I most brave? Fd answer, were the in- 
stance half as plain 

As another instance that's a brain-lodged crystal — 
curse it! — here 

Freezing when my memory touches — ugh — the time I 
felt most fear. 

Ugh! I cannot say for certain if I showed fear — any- 
how, 

Fear I felt, and, very likely, shuddered, since I shiver 
now." 



"Fear!" smiled I. "Well, that's the rarer: that's a 

specimen to seek. 
Ticket up in one's museum, Mind-Freaks^ Lord dive's 

Fear^ Unique P^ 

Down his brows dropped. On the table painfully he 
pored as though 

Tracing, in the stains and streaks there, thoughts en- 
crusted long ago. 

When he spoke 't was like a lawyer reading word by 
word some will, 

Some blind jungle of a statement, — beating on and on 
until 

Out there leaps fierce life to fight with. 

"This fell in my factor-days. 

Desk-drudge, slaving at St. David's, one must game, 
or drink, or craze. 

I chose gaming: and, — because your high-flown 
gamesters hardly take 
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Umbrage at a factor's elbow if the factor pays his 

stake, — 
I was winked at in a circle where the company was 

choice, 
Captain This and Major That, men high of colour, 

loud of voice, 
Yet indulgent, condescending to the modest juvenile 
Who not merely risked but lost his hard-earned guineas 

with a smile. 
Down I sat to cards, one evening, — had for my anta- 
gonist 
Somebody whose name 's a secret — you'll know why 

— so, if you list, 
Call him Cock o' the Walk, my scarlet son of Mars 

from head to heel! 
Play commenced: and, whether Cocky fancied that a 

clerk must feel 
Quite sufficient honour came of bending over one 

green baize, 
I the scribe with him the warrior, guessed no penman 

dared to raise 
Shadow of objection should the honour stay but play- 
ing end 
More or less abruptly, — whether disinclined he grew 

to spend 
Practice strictly scientific on a booby born to stare 
At — not ask of — lace-and-ruffles if the hand they hide 

plays fair, — 
Anyhow, I marked a movement when he bade me * Cut!' 

"I rose. 
*Such the new manoeuvre. Captain? I'm a novice; 

knowledge grows. 
What, you force a card, you cheat, Sir?' 
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"Never did a thunder-dap 

Cause emotion, startle Thyrsis locked with Chloe in 
his lap, 

As my word and gesture (down I flung my cards to 
join the pack) 

Fired the man of arms, whose visage, simply red be- 
fore, turned black. 

When he found his voice, he stammered 'That ex- 
pression once again!' 

"*Well, you forced a card and cheated!' 

" 'Possibly a factor's brain, 
Busied with his all-important balance of accounts, may 

deem 
Weighing words superfluous trouble: cheaf to clerkly 

ears may seem 
Just the joke for friends to venture: but we are not 

friends, you see! 
When a gentleman is joked with, — if he's good at re- 
partee. 
He rejoins, as I do — Sirrah, on your knees, withdraw 

in full! 
Beg my pardon, or be sure a kindly bullet through 

your skull 
Lets in light and teaches manners to what brain it 

finds! Choose quick — 
Have your life snuffed out or, kneeling, pray me trim 

yon candle-wick!' 

"*Well, you cheated!' 

"Then outbroke a howl from all the friends around. 
To his feet sprang each in fury, fists were clenched 
and teeth were ground. 
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*End itf no time like the present! Captain, yours 

were our disgrace! 
No delay, begin and finish! Stand back, leave the 

pair a space! 
Let civilians be instructed: henceforth simply ply the 

pen, 
Fly the sword! This clerk's no swordsman? Suit him 

with a pistol, then! 
Even odds! A dozen paces 'twixt the most and least 

expert 
Make a dwarf a giant's equal: nay, the dwarf, if he's 

alert, 
I^ikelier hits the broader target!' 

"Up we stood accordingly. 
As they handed me the weapon, such was my soul's 

thirst to try 
Then and there conclusions with this bully, tread on 

and stamp out 
Every spark of his existence, that, — crept close to, 

curled about 
By that toying tempting teazing fool-forefinger's middle 

joint, — 
Do n't you guess? — the trigger yielded. Gone my 

chance! and at the point 
Of such prime success moreover: scarce an inch above 

his head 
Went my ball to hit the wainscot. He was living, I 

was dead. 

"Up he marched in flaming triumph — 't was his right, 

mind! — up, within 
Just an arm's length. *Now, my clerkling,' chuckled 

Cocky with a grin 
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As the levelled piece quite touched me, 'Now, Sir 
Counting-House, repeat 

That expression which I told you proved bad man- 
ners! Did I cheat?" 

"* Cheat you did, you knew you cheated, and, this 

moment, know as well. 
As for me, my homely breeding bids you — fire and go 

to Hell! 

"Twice the muzzle touched my forehead. Heavy 

barrel, flurried wrist, 
Either spoils a steady lifting. Thrice: then, 'Laugh at 

Hell who list, 
I can't! God's no fable either. Did this boy's eye 

wink once? No! 
There's no standing him and Hell and God all three 

against me, — so, 
I did cheat!' 

"And down he threw the pistol, out 

rushed — by the door 
Possibly, but, as for knowledge if by chimney, roof or 

floor. 
He effected disappearance — I'll engage no glance was 

sent 
That way by a single starer, such a blank astonishment 
Swallowed up the senses: as for speaking — mute they 

stood as mice. 

"Mute not long, though! Such reaction, such a hubbub 

in a trice! 
"Rogue and rascal! Who'd have thought it? What's 

to be expected next, 
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When His Majesty's Commission serves a sharper as 

pretext 
For . . . But Where's the need of wasting time now? 

Nought requires delay: 
Punishment the Service cries for: let disgrace be wiped 

away 
Publicly, in good broad daylight! Resignation? No, 

indeed! 
Drum and fife must play the Rogue's-March, rank and 

file be free to speed 
Tardy marching on the rogue's part by appliance in 

the rear 
— Kicks administered shall right this wronged civilian, 

— never fear, 
Mister Clive, for — though a clerk — you bore yourself 

— suppose we say — 
Just as would beseem a soldier!' 

"'Gentlemen, attention — pray! 
First, one word!' 

"I passed each speaker severally in review. 
When I had precise their number, names and styles, 

and fully knew 
Over whom my supervision thenceforth must extend, 

— why, then 

"*Some five minutes since, my life lay — as you all 

saw, gentlemen. 
At the mercy of your friend there. Not a single voice 

was raised 
In arrest of judgment, not one tongue — before my 

powder blazed — * 

Ventured "Can it be the youngster blundered, really 

seemed to mark 
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Some irregular proceeding? We conjecture in the 

darky 
Guess at random, — still, for sake of fair play — what if 

for a freak, 
In a fit of absence, — such things have been! — if our 

friend proved weak 
— What's the phrase? — corrected fortune! Look into 

the case, at least!" 
Who dared interpose between the altar's victim and 

the priest? 
Yet he spared me ! You eleven ! Whosoever, all or each, 
Utters — to the disadvantage of the man who spared 

me — speech 
— To his face, behind his back, — that speaker has to 

do with me: 
Me who promise, if positions change and mine the 

chance should be. 
Not to imitate your friend and waive advantage!' 

"Twenty-five 
Years ago this matter happened: and 't is certain," 

added Clive, 
"Never, to my knowledge, did Sir Cocky have a single 

breath 
Breathed against him: lips were closed throughout his 

life, or since his death. 
For if he be dead or living I can tell no more than 

you. 
All I know is — Cocky had one chance more; how he 

used it, — grew 
Out of such unlucky habits, or relapsed, and back 

again 
Brought the late-ejected devil with a score more in 

his train, — 
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That's for you to judge. Reprieval I procured, at any 
rate. 

Ugh — the memory of that minute's fear makes goose- 
flesh rise! Why prate 

Longer? YouVe my story, there's your instance: fear I 
did, you see!" 

"Well" — I hardly kept from laughing — "if I see it, 

thanks must be 
Wholly to your Lordship's candour. Not that — in a 

common case — 
When a bully caught at cheating thrusts a pistol in 

one's face, 
I should under-rate, believe me, such a trial to the 

nerve ! 
'T is no joke, at one-and-twenty, for a youth to stand 

nor swerve. 
Fear I naturally look for — unless, of all men alive, 
I am forced to make exception when I come to Robert 

Clive. 
Since at Arcot, Plassy, elsewhere, he and death— the 

whole world knows — 
Came to somewhat closer quarters." 

Quarters? Had we come to blows, 
Clive and I, you had not wondered — up he sprang so, 

out he rapped 
Such a round of oaths — no matter! I'll endeavour to 

adapt 
To our modern usage words he — well, 't was friendly 

licence — flung 
At me like so many fire-balls, fast as he could wag 

his tongue. 
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"You — a soldier? You — at Plassy? Yours the faculty 

to nick 
Instantaneously occasion when your foe, if lightning- 
quick, 
— At his mercy, at his malice, — has you, through some 

stupid inch 
Undefended in your bulwark? Thus laid open, — not 

to flinch 
— That needs courage, you'll concede me. Then, look 

here! Suppose the man. 
Checking his advance, his weapon still extended, not 

a span 
Distant from my temple, — curse him! — quietly had 

bade me * There! 
Keep your life, calumniator! — worthless life I freely 

spare : 
Mine you freely would have taken — murdered me and 

my good fame 
Both at once — and all the better! Go, and thank your 

own bad aim 
Which permits me to forgive you!' What if, with such 

words as these. 
He had cast away his weapon? How should I have 

borne me, please? 
Nay, I'll spare you pains and tell you. This, and only 

this, remained — 
Pick his weapon up and use it on myself. I so had 

gained 
Sleep the earlier, leaving England probably to pay on 

still 
Rent and taxes for half India, tenant at the French- 
man's will." 
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"Such the turn" said I "the matter takes with you? 

Then I abate 
— No, by not one jot nor tittle, — of your act my esti- 
mate. 
Fear — I wish I could detect there: courage fronts me, 

plain enough — 
Call it desperation, madness — never mind! for here's 

in rough 
Why, had mine been such a trial, fear had overcome 

disgrace. 
True, disgrace were hard to bear: but such a rush 

against God's face 
— None of that for me, Lord Plassy, since I go to 

church at times. 
Say the creed my mother taught me! Many years in 

foreign climes 
Rub some marks away — not all, though! We poor sin- 
ners reach life's brink. 
Overlook what rolls beneath it, recklessly enough, but 

think 
There's advantage in what's left us — ground to stand 

on, time to call 
*Lord, have mercy!' ere we topple over — do not leap, 

that's all!" 
Oh, he made no answer, — re-absorbed into his cloud. 

I caught 
Something like "Yes — courage: only fools will call it 

fear." 

If aught 
Comfort you, my great unhappy hero Clive, in that I 

heard. 
Next week, how your own hand dealt you doom, and 

uttered just the word 

Robert Browning, IK 1 6 
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"Fearfully courageous!" — this, be sure, and nothing 

else I groaned. 
I'm no Clive, nor parson either: Clive's worst deed — 

we'll hope condoned. 
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HOUSE. 



I. 



Shall I sonnet-sing you about myself? 

Do I live in a house you would like to see? 
Is it scant of gear, has it store of pelf? 

"Unlock my heart with a sonnet-key?" 



n. 



Invite the world, as my betters have done? 

"Take notice: this building remains on view, 
Its suites of reception every one. 

Its private apartment and bedroom too; 

m. 

"For a ticket, apply to the Publisher." 
No: thanking the public, I must decline. 

A peep through my window, if folks prefer; 

But, please you, no foot over threshold of mine! 

IV. 

I have mixed with a crowd and heard free talk 
In a foreign land where an earthquake chanced 

And a house stood gaping, nought to baulk 
Man's eye wherever he gazed or glanced. 

i6» 
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V. 



The whole of the frontage shaven sheer, 

The inside gaped: exposed to day, 
Right and wrong and common and queer, 

Bare, as the palm of your hand, it -lay. 

VI. 

The owner? Oh, he had been crushed, no doubt! 

"Odd tables and chairs for a man of wealth! 
What a parcel of musty old books about! 

He smoked, — no wonder he lost his health! 

VII. 

"I doubt if he bathed before he dressed. 

A brasier? — the pagan, he burned perfumes! 
You see it is proved, what the neighbours guessed: 

His wife and himself had separate rooms." 

VIII. 

Friends, the goodman of the house at least 

Kept house to himself till an earthquake came : 

'T is the fall of its frontage permits you feast 
On the inside arrangement you praise or blame. 

IX. 

Outside should suffice for evidence: 

And whoso desires to penetrate 
Deeper, must dive by the spirit-sense — 

No optics like yours, at any rate! 
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X. 



"Hoity toity! A street to explore, 

Your house the exception! ^Wiih this same key 
Shakespeare unlocked his hearty' once more!" 

Did Shakespeare? If so, lie less Shakespeare he! 



246 VROU LATER POEMS. 



SHOP. 



I. 



So, friend, your shop was all your house! 
Its front, astonishing the street. 

Invited view from man and mouse 
To what diversity of treat 
Behind its glass — the single sheet! 



II. 



What gimcracks, genuine Japanese: 
Gape-jaw and goggle-eye, the frog; 

Dragons, owls, monkeys, beetles, geese; 
Some crush-nosed human-hearted dog; 
Queer names, too, such a catalogue! 



III. 



I thought "And he who owns the wealth 
Which blocks the window's vastitude, 

— Ah, could I peep at him by stealth 
Behind his ware, pass shop, intrude 
On house itself, what scenes were viewed! 
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IV. 



"If wide and showy thus the shop, 
What must the habitation prove? 

The true house with no name a-top— 
The mansion, distant one remove, 
Once get him off his traffic-grove I 



V. 



"Pictures he likes, or books perhaps; 
And as for buying most and best, 

Commend me to these city chaps! 
Or else he's social, takes his rest 
On Sundays, with a Lord for guest 



VI. 



"Some suburb-palace, parked about 
And gated grandly, built last year: 

The four-mile ^alk to keep off gout; 
Or big seat sold by bankrupt peer: 
But then he takes the rail, that's clear. 



vn. 

"Or, stop! I wager, taste selects 

Some out o' the way, some all-unknown 

Retreat: the neighbourhood suspects 
Little that he who rambles lone 
Makes Rothschild tremble on his throne!" 
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vin. 



Nowise! Nor Mayfair residence 
Fit to receive and entertain, — 

Nor Hampstead villa's kind defence 

From noise and crowd, from dust and drain,- 
Nor country-box was soul's domain! 



IX. 



Nowise! At back of all that spread 
Of merchandize, woe's me, I find 

A hole i' the wall where, heels by head, 
The owner couched, his ware behind, 
— In cupboard suited to his mind. 



X. 



For why? He saw no use of life 
But, while he drove a roaring trade, 

To chuckle "Customers are rife!" 

To chafe "So much hard cash outlaid 
Yet zero in my profits made! 



XI. 



"This novelty costs pains, but — takes? 
Cumbers my counter! Stock no more! 

This article, no such great shakes, 
Fizzes like wild fire? Underscore 
The cheap thing — thousands to the fore!" 
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xn. 



T was lodging best to live most nigh 
(Cramp, coffinlike as crib might be) 

Receipt of Custom; ear and eye 

Wanted no outworld: "Hear and see 
The bustle in the shopl" quoth he. 



XIII. 



My fancy of a merchant-prince 

Was different. Through his wares we groped 
Our darkling way to — not to mince 

The matter — no black den where moped 

The master if we interloped! 



xrv. 

Shop was shop only: household-stuff? 

What did he want with comforts there? 
"Walls, ceiling, floor, stay blank and rough, 

So goods on sale show rich and rare! 

^Sell and scud homey be shop's affair!" 

XV. 

What might he deal in? Gems, suppose! 
Since somehow business must be done 

At cost of trouble, — see, he throws 
You choice of jewels, everyone 
Good, better, best, star, moon and sun! 
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XVI. 

Which lies within your power of purse? 
This ruby that would tip aright 

Solomon's sceptre? Oh, your nurse 
Wants simply coral, the delight 
Of teething baby, — stuff to bite I 

XVII. 

Howe'er your choice fell, straight you took 
Your purchase, prompt your money rang 

On counter, — scarce the man forsook 
His study of the "Times," just swang 
Till-ward his hand that stopped the clang,- 

XVIII. 

Then off made buyer with a prize. 
Then seller to his "Times" returned, 

And so did day wear, wear, till eyes 
Brightened apace, for rest was earned: 
He locked door long ere candle burned. 

XIX. 

And whither went he? Ask himself. 
Not me ! To change of scene, I think. 

Once sold the ware and pursed the pelf, 
Chaffer was scarce his meat and drink. 
Nor all his music — money-chinL 
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XX. 



Because a man has shop to mind 

In time and place, since flesh must live, 

Needs spirit lack all life behind. 
All stray thoughts, fancies fugitive, 
All loves except what trade can give? 



XXI. 



I want to know a butcher paints, 
A baker rhymes for his pursuit. 

Candlestick-maker much acquaints 
His soul with song, or, haply mute, 
Blows out his brains upon the flute! 



XXII. 



But — shop each day and all day long! 
Friend, your good angel slept, your star 

Suffered eclipse, fate did you wrong! 
From where these sorts of treasures are. 
There should our hearts be — Christ, how far! 



I 
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ST. MARTIN'S SUMMER. 

I. 

No protesting, dearest! 
Hardly kisses even! 

Don't we both know how it ends, 
How the greenest leaf turns serest, 
Bluest outbreak — blankest heaven, 
Lovers — friends ? 

II. 

You would build a mansion, 
I would weave a bower 

— Want the heart for enterprise. 
Walls admit of no expansion : 
Trellis-work may haply flower 
Twice the size. 

III. 

What makes glad Life's Winter? 
New buds, old blooms after. 
Sad the sighing "How suspect 
Beams would ere mid-Autumn splinter, 
Rooftree scarce support a rafter, 
Walls lie wrecked?" 
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IV. 

You axe young, my princess! 
I am hardly older: 

Yet — I steal a glance behind! 
Dare I tell you what convinces 
Timid me that you, if bolder, 
Bold — are blind? 

V. 

Where we plan our dwelling 
Glooms a graveyard surely! 

Headstone, footstone moss may drape, — 
Name, date, violets hide from spelling, — 
But, though corpses rot obscurely, 
Ghosts escape. 

VI. 

Ghosts! O breathing Beauty, 
Give my frank word pardon! 

What if I — somehow, somewhere — 
Pledged my soul to endless duty 
Many a time and oft? Be hard on 
Love — laid there? 

VII. 

Nay, blame grief that's fickle, 
Time that proves a traitor. 

Chance, change, all that purpose warps, — 
Death who spares to thrust the sickle 

Laid Love low, through flowers which later 
Shroud the corpse! 
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vm. 

And you, my winsome lady, 

Whisper me with like frankness! 
Lies nothing buried long ago? 
Are yon — which shimmer mid the shady 
Where moss and violet run to rankness — 
Tombs or no? 

IX. 

Who taxes you with murder? 
My hands are clean — or nearly! 

Love being mortal needs must pass. 
Repentance? Nothing were absurder. 
Enough: we felt Love's loss severely; 
Though now — alas! 

X. 

Love's corpse lies quiet therefore. 
Only Love's ghost plays truant, 

And warns us have in wholesome awe 
Durable mansionry; that's wherefore 
I weave but trellis-work, pursuant 
— Life, to law. 

XI. 

The solid, not the fragile. 

Tempts rain and hail and thunder. 
If bower stand firm at Autumn's close. 
Beyond my hope, — why, boughs were agile; 
If bower fall flat, we scarce need wonder 
Wreathing — rose I 
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XII. 

So, truce to the protesting, 
So, muffled be the kisses! 

For, would we but avow the truth, 
Sober is genuine joy. No jesting! 
Ask else Penelope, Ulysses — 
Old in youth! 

xni. 

For wfiy should ghosts feel angered? 
Let all their interference 

Be faint march-music in the air! 
"Up! Join the rear of us the vanguard! 
Up, lovers, dead to all appearance. 
Laggard pair!" 

XIV. 

The while you clasp me closer, 
The while I press you deeper, 

As safe we chuckle, — under breath. 
Yet all the slyer, the jocoser, — 

"So, life can boast its day, like leap-year, 
Stolen from death!" 

XV. 

Ah me — the sudden terror! 

Hence quick — avaunt, avoid me. 

You cheat, the ghostly flesh-disguised! 
Nay, all the ghosts in one! Strange error! 

So, 't was Death's self that clipped and coyed me, 
Loved — and lied! 



i 
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XVI. 

Ay, dead loves are the potent! 
Like any cloud they used you, 

Mere semblance you, but substance they! 
Build we no mansion, weave we no tent! 
Mere flesh — their spirit interfused you! 
Hence, I say! 

XVII. 

All theirs, none yours the glamour! 
Theirs each low word that won me, 

Soft look that found me Love's, and left 
What else but you — the tears and clamour 
That's all your very own! Undone me — 
Ghost-bereft! 
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HERVlfe RIEL. 

I. 

On the sea and at the Hogue, sixteen hundred ninety- 
two, 
Did the English fight the French, — ^woe to France! 

And, the thirty-first of May, helter-skeher thro' the 
blue, 

Like a crowd of firightened porpoises a shoal of sharks 
pursue, 
Came crowding ship on ship to St. Malo on the 
Ranee, 

With the English fleet in view. 

II. 

'Twas the squadron that escaped, with the victor in 
full chase; 
First and foremost of the drove, in his great ship, 
Damfreville; 
Close on him fled, great and small, 
Twenty two good ships in all; 
And they signalled to the place 
"Help the winners of a race! 

Get us guidance, give us harbour, take us quick — • 

or, quicker still, 
Here's the English can and will!'* 

Bobert Brcwning, ly^ 1 7 
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m. 

Then the pilots of the place put out brisk and leapt 
on board; 
"Why, what hope or chance have ships like these 
to pass?" laughed they: 
"Rocks to starboard, rocks to port, all the passage 

scarred and scored, 
Shall the ^Formidable* here with her twelve and eighty 
guns 
Think to make the river-mouth by the single nar- 
row way. 
Trust to enter where 'tis ticklish for a craft of twenty 
tons. 
And with flow at full beside? 
Now, 'tis slackest ebb of tide. 
Reach the mooring? Rather say. 
While rock stands or water runs, 
Not a ship will leave the bay I" 



IV. 

Then was called a council straight 

Brief and bitter the debate: 

"Here's the English at our heels; would you have 

them take in tow 
All that's left us of the fleet, linked together stem and 

bow. 
For a prize to Pl)nnouth Sound? 
Better run the ships aground!" 

(Ended Damfreville his speech). 
"Not a minute more to wait! 
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Let the Captains all and each 
Shove ashore, then blow up, burn the vessels on the 
beach! 
France must undergo her fate. 

V. 

Give the word!" But no such word 
Was ever spoke or heard; 

For up stood, for out stepped, for in struck amid 
all these 
— A Captain? A Lieutenant? A Mate — first, second, 
third? 
No such man of mark, and meet 
With his betters to compete! 
But a simple Breton sailor pressed by Tourville 
for the fleet, 
A poor coasting-pilot he, Herv6 Riel the Croi- 
sickese. 



VI. 

And "What mockery or malice have we here?" cries 
Herv6 Riel: 
"Are you mad, you Malouins? Are you cowards, 
fools, or rogues? 
Talk to me of rocks and shoals, me who took the 

soundings, tell 
On my fingers every bank, every shallow, every swell 
'Twixt the offing here and Gr^ve where the river 
disembogues? 
Are you bought by English gold? Is it love the 
lying's for? 

i7» 
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Mom and eve, night and day, 
Have I piloted your bay, 
Entered free and anchored fast at the foot of Solidor. 
Bum the fleet and ruin France? That were worse 
than fifty Hogues! 
Sirs, they know I speak the truth! Sirs, believe 
me there's a way! 
Only let me lead the line. 

Have the biggest ship to steer, 
Get this * Formidable* clear. 
Make the others follow mine, 

And I lead them, most and least, by a passage I 
know well. 
Right to Solidor past Gr^ve, 

And there lay them safe and sound; 
And if one ship misbehave, 

— Keel so much as grate the ground. 
Why, Fve nothing but my life, — here's my head!" 
cries Herv^ Riel. 



vn. 

Not a minute more to wait. 
"Steer us in, then, small and great! 

Take the helm, lead the line, save the squadron!" 
cried its chief. 
Captains, give the sailor place! 

He is admiral, in brief. 
Still the north-wind, by God's grace! 
See the noble fellow's face 
As the big ship, with a bound. 
Clears the entry like a hound, 



HERVE KIEL. 26 1 

Keeps the passage as its inch of way were the wide 
sea's profound! 
See, safe thro' shoal and rock, 
How they follow in a flock, 
Not a ship that misbehaves, not a keel that grates the 
ground, 
Not a spar that comes to grief! 
The peril, see, is past, 
All are harboured to the last. 
And just as Herv6 Riel hollas "Anchor!" — sure as 

fate. 
Up the English come, too late! 

VIII. 

So, the storm subsides to calm: 
They see the green trees wave 
On the heights overlooking Gr^ve. 
Hearts that bled are stanched with balm. 
"Just our rapture to enhance. 

Let the English rake the bay. 
Gnash their teeth and glare askance 

As they cannonade away! 
'Neath rampired Solidor pleasant riding on the 

Ranee 1" 
How hope succeeds despair on each Captain's coun- 
tenance! 
Out burst all with one accord, 
"This is Paradise for Hell! 
Let France, let France's King 
Thank the man that did the thing!" 
What a shout, and all one word, 
"Herv6 Riel!" 
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As he stepped in front once more, 

Not a symptom of surprise 

In the frank blue Breton eyes 
Just the same man as before. 

IX. 

Then said Damfreville, "My friend, 
I must speak out at the end, 

Though I find the speaking hard. 
Praise is deeper than the lips: 
You have saved the King his ships. 

You must name your own reward. 
'Faith, our sun was near eclipse! 
Demand whatever you will, 
France remains your debtor still. 

Ask to heart's content and have! or my name's not 
Damfreville." 

X. 

Then a beam of fim outbroke 
On the bearded mouth that spoke, 
As the honest heart laughed through 
Those frank eyes of Breton blue: 
"Since I needs must say my say, 

Since on board the duty's done, 

And from Malo Roads to Croisic Point, what is it 
but a run? — 
Since 't is ask and have, I may — 

Since the others go ashore — 
Come! A good whole holiday! 

Leave to go and see my wife, whom I call the Belle 
Aurore!" 

That he asked and that he got, — nothing more. 
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XI. 

Name and deed alike are lost: 
Not a pillar nor a post 

. In his Croisic keeps alive the feat as it befell; 
Not a head in white and black 
On a single fishing-smack, 

In memory of the man but for whom had gone to 
wrack 
All that France saved from the fight whence England 
bore the bell. 
Go to Paris: rank on rank 

Search the heroes flung pell-mell 
On the Louvre, face and flank! 

You shall look long enough ere you come to Herv^ 
Riel. 
So, for better and for worse, 
Herv6 Riel, accept my verse! 
In my verse, Herv6 Riel, do thou once more 
Save the squadron, honour France, love thy wife the 
Belle Aurore! 
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A FORGIVENESS. 

I AM indeed the personage you know. 
As for my wife, — what happened long ago — 
You have a right to question me, as I 
Am bound to answer. 

"Son, a fit reply!" 
The monk half spoke, half ground through his clenched 

teeth. 
At the confession-grate I knelt beneath. 

Thus then all happened. Father! Power and place 
I had as still I have. I ran life's race, 
With the whole world to see, as only strains 
His strength some athlete whose prodigious gains 
Of good appal him: happy to excess, — 
Work freely done should balance happiness 
Fully enjoyed; and, since beneath my roof 
Housed she who made home heaven, in heaven's be- 
hoof 
I went forth every day, and all day long 
Worked for the world. Look, how the labourer's song 
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Cheers him! Thus sang my soul, at each sharp 

throe 
Of labouring flesh and blood — "She loves me sol" 



One day, perhaps such song so knit the nerve 
That work grew play and vanished. "I deserve 
Haply my heaven an hour before the time!" 
I laughed, as silverly the clockhouse-chime 
Surprised me passing through the postern-gate 
— Not the main entry where the menials wait 
And wonder why the world's affairs allow 
The master sudden leisure. That was how 
I took the private garden-way for once. 



Forth from the alcove, I saw start, ensconce 
Himself behind the porphyry vase, a man. 

My fancies in the natural order ran: 
"A spy, — perhaps a foe in ambuscade, — 
A thief, — more like, a sweetheart of some maid 
Who pitched on the alcove for tryst perhaps." 

"Stand there!" I bid. 



Whereat my man but wraps 
His face the closelier with uplifted arm 
Whereon the cloak lies, strikes in blind alarm 
This and that pedestal as, — stretch and stoop, — 
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Now in, now out of sight, he thrids the group 
Of statues, marble god and goddess ranged 
Each side the pathway, till the gate's exchanged 
For safety: one step thence, the street, you know! 

Thus far I followed with my gaze. Then, slow. 
Near on admiringly, I breathed again. 
And — back to that last fancy of the train — 
"A danger risked for hope of just a word 
With — which of all my nest may be the bird 
This poacher covets for her plumage, pray? 
Carmen? Juana? Carmen seems too gay 
For such adventure, while Juana 's grave 
— ^Would scorn the folly. I applaud the knave! 
He had the eye, could single from my brood 
His proper fledgeling!" 

As I turned, there stood 
In face of me, my wife stone-still stone-white. 
Whether one bound had brought her, — at first sight 
Of what she judged the encounter, siure to be 
Next moment, of the venturous man and me, — 
Brought her to clutch and keep me from my prey 
Whetiier impelled because her death no day 
Could come so absolutely opportune 
As now at joy's height, like a year in June 
Stayed at the fall of its first ripened rose; 
Or whether hungry for my hate — ^who knows? — 
Eager to end an irksome lie, and taste 
Our tingling true relation, hate embraced 
By hate one naked moment: — anyhow 
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There stone-still stone-white stood my wife, but now 
The woman who made heaven within my house. 
Ay, she who faced me was my very spouse 
As well as love — you are to recollect! 



"Stay I" she said. "Keep at least one soul unspecked 

With crime, that's spotless hitherto — your own! 

Kill me who court the blessing, who alone 

Was, am and shall be guilty, first to last! 

The man lay helpless in the toils I cast 

About him, helpless as the statue there 

Against that strangling bell-flower's bondage: tear 

Away and tread to dust the parasite. 

But do the passive marble no despite! 

I love him as I hate you. Kill me! Strike 

At one blow both infinitudes alike 

Out of existence — hate and love! Whence love? 

That 's safe inside my heart, nor will remove 

For any searching of your steel, I think. 

Whence hate? The secret lay on lip, at brink 

Of speech, in one fierce tremble to escape. 

At every form wherein your love took shape. 

At each new provocation of your kiss. 

Kill me!" 

We went in. 



Next day afl;er this, 
I felt as if the speech might come. I spoke- 
Easily, after all. 
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"The lifted cloak 
Was screen sufficient: I concern myself 
Hardly with laying hands on who for pelf — 
Whatever the ignoble kind — may prowl and brave 
Cuffing and kicking proper to a knave 
Detected by my household's vigilance. 
Enough of such! As for my love-romance — 
I, like our good Hidalgo, rub my eyes 
And wake and wonder how the film could rise 
Which changed for me a barber's bason straight 
Into — Mambrino's helm? I hesitate 
Nowise to say — God's sacramental cup! 
Why should I blame the brass which, burnished up, 
Will blaze, to all but me, as good as gold? 
To me — a warning I was overbold 
In judging metals. The Hidalgo waked 
Only to die, if I remember, — staked 
His life upon the bason's worth, and lost: 
While I confess torpidity at most 
In here and there a limb; but, lame and halt. 
Still should I work on, still repair my fault 
Ere I took rest in death, — no fear at all! 
Now, work — no word before the curtain fall!" 



The "curtain?" That of death on life, I meant: 
My "word" permissible in death's event, 
Would be — truth, soul to soul; for, otherwise. 
Day by day, three years long, there had to rise 
And, night by night, to fall upon our stage — 
Ours, doomed to public play by heritage — 
Another curtain, when the world, perforce 
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Our critical assembly, in due course 

Came and went, witnessing, gave praise or blame 

To art-mimetic. It had spoiled the game 

If, suffered to set foot behind our scene, 

The world had witnessed how stage-king and queen. 

Gallant and lady, but a minute since 

Enarming each the other, would evince 

No sign of recognition as they took 

His way and her way to whatever nook 

Waited them in the darkness either side 

Of that bright stage where lately groom and bride 

Had fired the audience to a frenzy-fit 

Of sympathetic rapture — every whit 

Earned as the curtain fell on her and me, 

— Actors. Three whole years, nothing was to see 

But calm and concord: where a speech was due 

There came the speech; when smiles were wanted 

too 
Smiles were as ready. In a place like mine. 
Where foreign and domestic cares combine. 
There's audience every day and all day long; 
But finally the last of the whole throng 
Who linger lets one see his back. For her — 
Why, liberty and liking: I aver. 
Liking and liberty! For me — I breathed. 
Let my face rest from every wrinkle wreathed 
Smile-like about the mouth, unlearned my task 
Of personation till next day bade mask. 
And quietly betook me from that world 
To the real world, not pageant: there unfurled 
In work, its wings, my soul, the fretted power. 
Three years I worked, each minute of each hour 
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Not claimed by acting: — ^work I may dispense 
With talk about, since work in evidence. 
Perhaps in history; who knows or cares? 



After three years, this way, all unawares, 

Our acting ended. She and I, at close 

Of a loud night-feast, led, between two rows 

Of bending male and female loyalty, 

Our lord the king down staircase, while, held high 

At arm's length did the twisted tapers' flare 

Herald his passage from our palace where 

Such visiting left glory evermore. 

Again the ascent in public, till at door 

As we two stood by the saloon — now blank 

And disencumbered of its guests — there sank 

A whisper in my ear, so low and yet 

So unmistakable! 



"I half forget 
The chamber you repair to, and I want 
Occasion for one short word — if you grant 
That grace — ^within a certain room you called 
Our ^ Study, ^ for you wrote there while I scrawled 
Some paper full of faces for my sport. 
That room I can remember. Just one short 
Word with you there, for the remembrance' sake! 



>i 



"Follow me thither!" I replied. 
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We break 
The gloom a little, as with guiding lamp 
I lead the way, leave warmth and cheer, by damp 
Blind disused serpentining ways afar 
From where the habitable chambers are, — 
Ascend, descend stairs tunneled through the stone, — 
Always in silence, — till I reach the lone 
Chamber sepulchred for my very own 
Out of the palace-quarry. When a boy. 
Here was my fortress, stronghold from annoy. 
Proof-positive of ownership; in youth 
I garnered up my gleanings here — uncouth 
But precious relics of vain hopes, vain fears; 
Finally, this became in after years 
My closet of entrenchment to withstand 
Invasion of the foe on every hand — 
The multifarious herd in bower and hall. 
State-room, — rooms whatsoe'er the style, which call 
On masters to be mindful that, before 
Men, they must look like men and something 

more. 
Here, — when our lord the king's bestowment ceased 
To deck me on the day that, golden-fleeced, 
I touched ambition's height, — 't was here, released 
From glory (always symboled by a chain!) 
No sooner was I privileged to gain 
My secret domicile than glad I flung 
That last toy on the table — gazed where hung 
On hook my father's gift, the arquebuss — 
And asked myself "Shall I envisage thus 
The new prize and the old prize, when I reach 
Another year's experience? — own that each 
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Equaled advantage — sportsman's — statesman's tool? 
That brought me down an eagle, this — a fool!*' 

Into which room on entry, I set down 
The lamp, and turning saw whose rustled gown 
Had told me my wife followed, pace for pace. 
Each of us looked the other in the face, 
She spoke. "Since I could die now . . ." 

(To explain 
Why that first struck me, know — not once again 
Since the adventure at the porphyry's edge 
Three years before, which sundered like a wedge 
Her soul from mine, — though daily, smile to smile, 
We stood before the public, — all the while 
Not once had I distinguished, in that face 
I paid observance to, the faintest trace 
Of feature more than requisite for eyes 
To do their duty by and recognize: 
So did I force mine to obey my will 
And pry no further. There exists such skill, — 
Those know who need it. What physician shrinks 
From needful contact with a corpse? He drinks 
No plague so long as thirst for knowledge, — not 
An idler impulse, — prompts inquiry. What, 
And will you disbelieve in power to bid 
Our spirit back to bounds, as though we chid 
A child from scrutiny that's just and right 
In manhood? Sense, not soul, accomplished sight, 
Reported daily she it was — not how 
Nor why a change had come to cheek and brow.) 
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" Since I could die now of the truth concealed, 

Yet dare not, must not die, — so seems revealed 

The Virgin's mind to me, — for death means peace, 

Wherein no lawful part have I, whose lease 

Of life and punishment the truth avowed 

May haply lengthen, — let me push the shroud 

Away, that steals to muffle ere is just 

My penance-fire in snow! I dare — I must 

Live, by avowal of the truth — this truth — 

I loved you! Thanks for the fresh serpent's tooth 

That, by a prompt new pang more exquisite 

Than all preceding torture, proves me right! 

I loved you yet I lost you! May I go 

Bum to the ashes, now my shame you know?" 



I think there never was such — how express? — 

Horror coquetting with voluptuousness. 

As in those arms of Eastern workmanship — 

Yataghan, kandjar, things that rend and rip, 

Gash rough, slash smooth, help hate so many ways, 

Yet ever keep a beauty that betrays 

Love still at work with the artificer 

Throughout his quaint devising. Why prefer. 

Except for love's sake, that a blade should writhe 

And bicker like a flame? — now play the scythe 

As if some broad neck tempted, — now contract 

And needle off" into a fineness lacked 

For just that puncture which the heart demands? 

Then, such adornment! Wherefore need our hands 

Enclose not ivory alone, nor gold 

Roughened for use, but jewels? Nay, behold! 

Hoberi Browmng. IV. *8 
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Fancy my favorite — which I seem to grasp 

While I describe the luxury. No asp 

Is diapered more delicate round throat 

Than this below the handle! These denote 

— These mazy lines meandering, to end 

Only in flesh they open — what intend 

They else but water-purlings — pale contrast 

With the life-crimson where they blend at last? 

And mark the handle's dim pellucid green, 

Carved, the hard jadestone, as you pinch a bean, 

Into a sort of parrot-bird ! He pecks 

A grape-bunch; his two eyes are ruby-specks 

Pure from the mine: seen this way, — glassy 

blank, 
But turn them, — lo the inmost fire, that shrank 
From sparkling, sends a red dart right to aim! 
Why did I choose such toys? Perhaps the game 
Of peaceful men is warlike, just as men 
War-wearied get amusement from that pen 
And paper we grow sick of — statesfolk tired 
Of merely (when such measures are required) 
Dealing out doom to people by three words, 
A signature and seal: we play with swords 
Suggestive of quick process. That is how 
I came to like the toys described you now, 
Store of which glittered on the walls and strewed 
The table, even, while my wife pursued 
Her purpose to its ending. "Now you know 
This shame, my three years' torture, let me go, 
Burn to the very ashes! You — I lost. 
Yet you — I loved 1" 
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The thing I pity most 
In men is — action prompted by surprise 
Of anger: men? nay, bulls — whose onset lies 
At instance of the firework and the goad ! 
Once the foe prostrate, — trampling once bestowed, — 
Prompt follows placability, regret, 
Atonement. Trust me, blood-warmth never yet 
Betokened strong will ! As no leap of pulse 
Pricked me, that first time, so did none convulse 
My veins at this occasion for resolve. 
Had that devolved which did not then devolve 
Upon me, I had done — what now to do 
Was quietly apparent. 

"Tell me who 
The man was, crouching by the porphyry vase!" 

"No, never. All was folly in his case, 

All guilt in mine. I tempted', he complied." 

"And yet you loved me?" 

"Loved you. Double-dyed 
In folly and in guilt, I thought you gave 
Your heart and soul away from me to slave 
At statecraft. Since my right in you seemed lost, 
I stung myself to teach you, to your cost, 
What you rejected could be prized beyond 
Life, heaven, by the first fool I threw a fond 
Look on, a fatal word to," 

i8* 
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"And you still 
Love me? Do I conjecture well or ill?" 
"Conjecture — well or ill! I had three years 
To spend in learning you." 



"We both are peers 
In knowledge, therefore: since three years are spent 
Ere thus much of yourself / learn — ^who went 
Back to the house, that day, and brought my mind 
To bear upon your action, uncombined 
Motive from motive, till the dross, deprived 
Of every purer particle, survived 
At last in native simple hideousness. 
Utter contemptibility, nor less 
Nor more. Contemptibility — exempt 
How could I, from its proper due — contempt? 
I have too much despised you to divert 
My life from its set course by help or hurt 
Of your all-despicable life — perturb 
The calm I work in, by — men's mouths to curb, 
Which at such news were clamorous enough — 
Men's eyes to shut before my broidered stuff 
With the huge hole there, my emblazoned wall 
Blank where a scutcheon hung, — by, worse than all, 
Each day's procession, my paraded life 
Robbed and impoverished through the wanting wife 
— Now that my life (which means — my work) was 

grown 
Riches indeed! Once, just this worth alone 
Seemed work to have, that profit gained thereby 
Of good and praise would — how rewardinglyl — 
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Fall at your feet, — a crown I hoped to cast 

Before your love, my love should crown at last. 

No love remaining to cast crown before, 

My love stopped work now: but contempt the more 

Impelled me task as ever head and hand, 

Because the very fiends weave ropes of sand 

Rather than taste pure hell in idleness. 

Therefore I kept my memory down by stress 

Of daily work I had no mind to stay 

For the world's wonder at the wife away. 

Oh, it was easy all of it, believe, 

For I despised you! But your words retrieve 

Importantly the past. No hate assumed 

The mask of love at any time! There gloomed 

A moment when love took hate's semblance, urged 

By causes you declare; but love's self purged 

Away a fancied wrong I did both loves 

— Yours and my own: by no hate's help, it proves, 

Purgation was attempted. Then, you rise 

High by how many a grade! I did despise — 

I do but hate you. Let hate's punishment 

Replace contempt's! First step to which ascent — 

Write down your own words I re-utter you! 

*/ loved my husband and I hated — who 

He was, I took up as my first chance, mere 

Mud'hall to fling and make love foul with!' Here 

Lies paper!" 

"Would my blood for ink suffice!" 

"It may: this minion from a land of spice, 
Silk, feather — every bird of jewelled breast — 
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This poignard's beauty, ne'er so lightly prest 
Above your heart there ." 

"Thus?" 

"It flows, I see. 
Dip there the point and write!" 

"Dictate to me! 
Nay, I remember." 

And she wrote the words. 
I read them. Then — "Since love, in you, affords 
Licence for hate, in me, to quench (I say) 
Contempt — why, hate itself has passed away 
In vengeance — foreign to contempt. Depart 
Peacefully to that death which Eastern art 
Imbued this weapon with, if tales be true! 
Love will succeed to hate. I pardon you — 
Dead in our chamber!" 



True as truth the tale. 
She died ere morning; then, I saw how pale 
Her cheek was ere it wore day's paint-disguise, 
And what a hollow darkened 'neath her eyes, 
Now that I used my own. She sleeps, as erst 
Beloved, in this your church: ay, yours! 

Immersed 
In thought so deeply. Father? Sad, perhaps? 
For whose sake, hers or mine or his who wraps 
— Still plain I seem to see! — about his head 
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The idle cloak, — about his heart (instead 

Of cuirass) some fond hope he may elude 

My vengeance in the cloister's solitude? 

Hardly, I think! As little helped his brow 

The cloak then, Father — as your grate helps now! 
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PISGAH-SIGHTS. i. 

I. 

Over the ball of it, 

Peering and prying, 
How I see all of it, 

Life there, outlying! 
Roughness and smoothness. 

Shine and defilement, 
Grace and uncouthness; 

One reconcilement. 

II. 

Orbed as appointed. 

Sister with brother 
Joins, ne'er disjointed 

One from the other. 
All 's lend-and-borrow; 

Good, see, wants evil, 
Joy demands sorrow. 

Angel weds devil! 

III. 

"Which things must — why be?" 

Vain our endeavour! 
So shall things aye be 

As they were ever. 
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"Such things should so be!" 

Sage our desistence! 
Rough-smooth let globe be, 

Mixed — man's existence! 

IV. 

Man — wise and foolish, 

Lover and scomer, 
Docile and mulish — 

Keep each his comer! 
Honey yet gall of it! 

There's tiie life lying, 
And I see all of it, 

Only, Fm dying! 



\ 
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PISGAH-SIGHTS. 2. 

I. 

Could I but live again, 

Twice my life over, 
Would I once strive again? 

Would not I cover 
Quietly all of it — 

Greed and ambition — 
So, from the pall of it, 

Pass to fruition? 

IL 

"Soft!" I'd say, "Soul mine! 

"Three-score and ten years, 
"Let the blind mole mine 

"Digging out deniers! 
"Let the dazed hawk soar, 

"Claim the sun's rights tool 
"Turf 't is thy walk 's o'er, 

"Foliage thy flight 's to." 

ni. 

Only a learner. 

Quick one or slow one, 
Just a discerner, 

I would teach no one. 
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I am earth's native: 

No re-arranging it! 
/ be creative, 

Chopping and changing it? 



IV. 

March, men, my fellows! 

Those who, above me, 
(Distance so mellows) 

Fancy you love me: 
Those who, below me, 

(Distance makes great so) 
Free to forego me. 

Fancy you hate so! 



v. 

Praising, reviling. 

Worst head and best head, 
Past me defiling. 

Never arrested, 
Wanters, abounders, 

March, in gay mixture, 
Men, my surrounders! 

I am the fixture. 



VI. 

So shall I fear thee, 
Mightiness yonder! 

Mock-sun — more near thee. 
What is to wonder? 



4 
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So shall I love thee, 

Down in the dark, — lest 
. Glowworm I prove thee, 
Star that now sparkiest! 
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PISGAH-SIGHTS. 3. 

I. 

Good, to forgive; 

Best, to forget! 

Living, we fret; 
Dying, we live. 
Fretless and free. 

Soul, clap thy pinion! 

Earth have dominion. 
Body, o'er thee! 

11. 

Wander at will, 
Day after day, — 
Wander away. 

Wandering still — 

Soul that canst soar! 
Body may slumber: 
Body shall cumber 

Soul-flight no more. 

III. 

Waft of soul's wing! 

What lies above? 

Sunshine and Love, 
Skyblue and Spring! 
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Body hides — where? 
Ferns of all feather, 
Mosses and heather 

Yours be the care! 
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NEVER THE TIME AND THE PLACE. 

Never the time and the place 

And the loved one all together! 
This path — how soft to pace! 

This May — what magic weather! 
Where is the loved one's face? 
In a dream that loved one's face meets mine, 

But the house is narrow, the place is bleak 
Where, outside, rain and wind combine 

With a furtive ear, if I strive to speak, 

With a hostile eye at my flushing cheek, 
With a malice that marks each word, each sign! 
O enemy sly and serpentine. 

Uncoil thee from the waking man! 
Do I hold the Past 
Thus firm and fast 

Yet doubt if the Future hold I can? 

This path so soft to pace shall lead 

Thro' the magic of May to herself indeed ! 

Or narrow if needs the house must be, 

Outside are the storms and strangers: we — 

Oh, close, safe, warm sleep I and she, 

— I and she! 

END OF VOL. IV. 
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